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Containing a Select CoLLEcTION of only the beſt 
and moſt approved ENGLISH and Scorch SONGS, 
BaLLADs, and TALES; and of the moſt in- 
enious and diverting Ep1G6RAMs, EPITAPHS, 
IDDLES, Bons Mors, and other ſhort Pieces 
of Wit and Humour, by our moſt celebrated 


Poets, viz. 
 SPENSER 
SHAKESPEAR, 
JokNs oN, 
MiIL ro, 
DRYDEN, 
COWLEY, 
WarLrER, 
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RoCHESTER, 
RoscommoN, 
BUCKINGHAM, 
 ConGREVE, 
ADDISON, 
STEELE, 


PRIOR, 


Gay, 
PARNELL, 
PHILIPS, 
SWIFT, 

Poet, 
CHE—r— p, 
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And Others, whoſe Names are here prefixed to the 
ſeveral Pieces of which they are the Authors. 
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LALLEGRO, or MIRTH. 


By M1L TON, 
ENCE loathed Melancholy, 


H 


In Stygian Cave forlorn, 


Of Cerberus and blackeſt Midnight born, 


Mongſt horrid Shapes, and Shrieks, and Sighs unholy, 


Find out ſome uncouth Cell, 


Where brooding Darkneſs ſpreads his jealous Wings, 


And the Night-Raven ſings ; 


There under Ebon Shades, and low- brow'd Rocks, 


As ragged as thy Locks, 
In dark Cimmerian Deſart ever dwell, 
But come thou Goddeſs fair and free, 
In Heav'n yclep'd Euphroſyne, 
And by Men Heart eaſing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a Birth 
With two Siſter-Graces more 
To Ivy-crowned Bacchus bore 
Or whether (as ſome Sages ſing) 
The frolick Wind, that breathes the Spring, 
Zephyr with > Wali playing, 
As he met her once a Maying, 
There on Beds of Violets blue, 
And freſh-blown Roſes waſh'd in Dew, 
Fill'd her with thee a Daughter fair, 
So buckſome, blithe, and debonair ; 
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Haſte 


4 
II aſte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeit and youthful Jol ity, 
Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 


Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 


Such as bang on Hebe's Cheek, 

And love to live in Dimple ſleck ; 
Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 

And Laughter, holding both his Sides, 
C ome, and trip it, as you go, 

On the light fantaſtick Toe : 

And in thy Right Hand lead with thee 
The Mountain-N ymph, ſweet Liberty; 
And if I give the Honour due, 

Mirth, admit me of thy Crew, 

Jo live with her, and live with thee, - 


In unreproved Pleaſures free; 


To hear the Lark begin his Flight, 

And ſinging ſtartle the dull Night, 

bog his Watch-Tower in the ien 
Till the dappled Dawn doth rite ; 


Then to come in ſpight of Sorrow, 


And at my Window bid Good- morrow, 
Through the Sweet-Brier, or the Vane, 
Or the twiſted Eglantine: 

While the Cock with lively Din 
Scatters the Rear of Darkneſs thin; 


And to the Stack, or the Barn-Door, 


Stoutly ſtruts his Dames before. 

Oft liſt 'ning how the Hounds and Horn 
Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb'ring Morn, 
From the Side of ſome hoar Hill, 
Through the high Wood echoing hrill. 


Sometime walking not unſeen 


By Hedge-row Elms, or Hillocks green, 
Right againſt the eaſtern Gate, 

Where the great Sun begins his State, 
Rob'd in Flames and Amber Light, 

The Clouds in thouſand Liveries dight. 
While the Plow-man near at hand 

W hiftles o'er the furrow'd Land, oo 
And 
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And the Milkmaid ſinging blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe, 
And every Shepherd tells his Tale 


Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


Straight mine Eye hath caught new Pleaſures, 
Whilſt the Landſkip round it meaſures 
rage Lawns and Fallows gray, 

here the nibbling Flocks do tray, 
dt on whoſe barren Breaſt 
The labouring Clouds do often reſt ; 
Meadows trim with Daifies py'd, _ 
Shallow Brooks, and Rivers wide : 
Towers and Battlements it ſees 
Boſom'd high in tufted Trees, 
W here perhaps ſome Beauty lies 
The Cynoſure of neighbouring Eyes. 
Hard by a Cottage Chimney ſmokes, 
From betwixt two aged Oaks, 
Where Corydon and Thyrfis met, 
Are at their ſavory Dinner ſet 
Of Herbs and other Country Meſſes, 
Which the neat-handed Ph:/l:s dreſſes; 
And then in haſte her Bower ſhe leaves 
With Thy/iiles to bind the Sheaves ; 
Or if the earlier Seaſon lead 
To the tann'd Haycock in the Mead, 
Sometimes with ſecure Delight 
The Upland Hamlets will invite, 
When the merry Bells ring around, ( 
And the jocund Rebecks {ſound 
To many a Youth, and many a Maid, 
Dancing in the chequer'd Shad 
And Voung and Old came forth to play 
On a Sun-ſhine Holiday ; 
Till the live-long Day-light fail; 
Then to the ſpicy nut brown Ale, 
With Stories old of many a Feat, 
How Fairy Ma the Junkets eat; 
She was och” d and pull'd, ſhe faid, 
And he by Friar's Lauthorn led; 
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Tells how the drudging Gob/in ſweat, 
To earn his Cream-bowl duly ſet, 


When in one Night, ere Glympſe of Morn, | 


His ſhadowy Flail hath threſh'd the LOT, 
That ten Day-labourers could not end, 

Then lies him down the Lubbar Fiend, x 
And ſtretch'd out all the Chimney's Length, 
Faſks a' the Fire his hairy Strength ; _ 
And crop-full out of Doors he flings, 


Ere the firſt Cock his Mattin rings. 


Thus done the Tales, to Bed they creep, 

By whiſpering Winds ſoon lull'd * 
Tower'd Cities pleaſe us then, 

And the buſy Humm of Men, 

Where Throngs of Knights and Barons bold, 
In Weeds of Peace high Triumphs hold; 
With Store of Ladies whoſe bright Eyes 


Rain Influence, and judge the Prize 


Of Wit or Arms, while both contend 
To win her Grace, whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear 


In Saffron Robe, with Taper clear, 


And Pomp, and Feaſt, and Revelry, 
With Maſque, and antique Pageantry, 
Such Sights as youthful Poets dream 


On Summer Eves by haunted Stream. 


Then to the well-trod Stage anon, 
If Fohr/on's learned Sock be on, 


Or ſweeteſt Shake/pear, Fancy's Child, 


Warble his native Wood-notes wild ; 
And ever againſt eating Cares 

Lap me in ſoft Lydian Aires: 
Married to immortal Verſe, 

Such as the meeting Soul may pierce 
In Notes, with many a winding Bout 
Of linked Sweetneſs long drawn out, 


With wanton Heed, and giddy Cunning, 


The melting Voice through Mazes running; 
Untwiſting all the Chains that tye 
The hidden Soul of Harmony: 


That 
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(5) 
That Orpheus" ſelf may heave his Head 
From golden Slumber on a Bed 
Of heapt E/y/an Flowers, and hear 
Such Strains, as would have won the Ear 
Ct Pluto, to have quite ſet free 
His half regain'd Furydice, 
Theſe Delights if thou canſt give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 


The Hayrey SREPHERD. From Sprencrr's 
Fairy Queen. 


The great Happineſs which Shepherds have, 
Whoſo loaths not too much the poor Eſtate, 
With Mind that ill Uſe doth before deprave, 
Ne meaſures all Things by the coſtly Rate 
Of Riotiſe, and Semblants outward brave ! 
No ſuch ſad Cares, as wont to macerate 
And rend the greedy Minds of covetous Men, 
Do ever creep into the Shepherd's Den. 


Ne cares he if the Fleece, which him arrays, 

Be not twice ſteeped in Arian Dye; 

Ne gliſtering of Gold, which underlays 

The Summer Beams, do blind his gazing Eye; 

Ne Pictures Beauty, nor the glancing Rays 

Of precious Stones, whence no Good cometh by ; 
Ne yet his Cup emboſt with Imagery 
Of Betas, or of Alcon's Vanity. 


Ne aught the whelky Pearls eſteemeth he, 
Which are from Indian Seas brought far away: 

But with pure Breaſt from careful Sorrow free, 

On the ſoft Graſs his Limbs doth oft diſplay, 

In ſweet Spring-time, when Flowers Variety 

With ſundry Colours paints the ſprinkled Lay: 

There lying all at eaſe, from Guile or Spight, 

With Pipe of Fenny Reeds doth him delight. 
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There he, Lord of himſelf, with Palm bedight, 
His looſer Locks doth wrap in Wreath of Vine: : 
There his Milk-dropping Goats be his Delight, ; 
And fruitful Palcs, and the Foreſt green, J 
And darkſome Caves in pleaſant Vallies pight, 
V/hereas continual Shade is to be ſeen, 
And where freſh ſprinzing Wells, as Chr vital neat, 
Do always flow, to quench his thirſty Heat. 
O! who can lead then a more happy Life, 
Than he, that with clean Mind and Heart ſincere, 
No greedy Riches knows, nor bloody Strife, 
No deadly Fight of Warlike Fleet doth fear, 
| Ne runs in Peril of Foe's cruel Knife, 
1 That in the ſacred Temples he may rear 
1 A Trophee of his glittering Spoils and Treaſures, 
Or may abound with Riches above meaſure ? 


Of him his God is worſhip'd with his Syth, 
And not with Skill of Craftſman poliſhed : 
He joys in Groves, and makes himſelf full blyth, 
With ſundry Flowers in wild Fields gathered: 
Ne Frankincenſe he from Panchea buyth, 
Sweet Quiet harbours in his harmleſs Head, 
And perfect Pleaſure builds her joyous Bowre, 
Free from ſad Cares, that rich Mens Hearts devour. 


This all his Care, this all his whole Endeavour, 
To this his Mind and Senſes he doth bend, 
How he may flow in Quiet's matchleſs Treaſure, 
Content with any Food that God doth ſend ; 
And how his Limbs, reſolv'd through idle Leiſour 
Unto ſweet Sleep he may ſecurely lend, 
In ſome cool Shadow from the ſcorching Heat, 
The whiles his Flock their chawed Cuds do eat. 


O Flocks! O Fauns! and O ye pleaſant Spring 

Of Tempe, where the Country Nymphs are rife! 

Through whoſe not coltly Care each Shepherd ſings 

As merry Notes upon his raſtick Fife, 

As that 4/trean Bard, whoſe Fame row rings 

Through the wide World, and leads as joyful Life, 
Free from all Troubles, and from worldly Toyl, 
In which fond Men do all their Days turmoyl. 
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The ALLE Y. Tn Imitation of SPENSER. 
By Mr. Popk. 


N ev'ry Town where Thamis rolls his Tide, 
A narrow Paſs there is with Houles low; 

W here ever and anon, the Stream 1s ey'd, 

And many a Boat ſoft fl:ding to and fro. 

There oft are heard the Notes of infant Woe, 
The ſhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and ſhriller Squall: 

How can ye, Mothers, vex your Children fo ? 
Some play, ſome eat, ſome cack againſt the Wall; 
And as they crouchen low, for Bread and Lutter call. 


And on the broken Pavement here and there, 
_ Doth many a ſtinking Sprat and Herring lie; 


A Brandy and Tobacco Shop is near, 


And Hens, aud Dogs, and Hogs, are feeding by; 
And here a Sailor's Jacket hangs to dry; 


At ev'ry Door are Sun-burnt Matrons ſeen, 


Mending old Nets to catch the ſcaly Fry; 
Now ſinging ſhrill, and ſcold ing oft between, | 
Scolds anſwer foul: mouth'd Scolds ; » bad Neighbourhood 
4. wee. 


The ſnappiſh Cur (the Paſſengers annoy) 

Cloſe at my Heel with yelping '[reble flies; 
The whimp'ring Girl, and hoarſer-icreaming Boy, 
Join to the yelping Treble, ſhrilling Cries ; 
The ſcolding Quean to louder Notes doth riſe, 


And her full Pipes thoſe ſlirilling Cries confouna ; 


To her full Pipes the grunting Hog replies; 
The grunting Hog alarms the Neighbours round, 
And Curs, Girls, Boys, and Scolds, in the deep Eaſe 
are drown d. 


Hard by a Sty, beneath a Roof of Thatch, 
Dwelt Obloguy, who in her early Days 
Baſkets of Fiſh at Billing ſgate did watch, 
Cod, Whiteing, Oyſter, Mackrel, Sprat, or Plaice : 
There learn'd the Speech from J ongues that never 
ceaſe... ; 
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Sander beſide her, like a Magpye, chatters, 
With Envy (ſpitting Cat) dread Foe to Peace; 
Like a curs'd Cur, Malice before her clatters, 


And vexing ev'ry Wight, tears Cloaths and all to Tat. 
ders. 


Her Dugs were mark'd by ev'ry Collier's Hand, 
Her Mouth was black as Bull Dogs at the Stall; 
She ſcratched, bit, and ſpar'd not Lace nor Band, 
And Bitch and Rogue her Anſwer was to all; 
Nay, een the Parts of Shame by Name wou d call; 
Whene'er ſhe paſſed by a Lane or Nook, 
d greet the Man who turn'd him to the Wall, 
is Hand obſcene the Porter took, 
Nor ever\ did aſkance like modeſt Virgin look. 


Such Plage hath Deptford, Navy Building Town, 
Weokwich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtrong of Pitch; 


Such Lambeth, Envy of each Band and Gown, 


And Twick*nam ſuch, which fairer Scenes enrich, 
Grots, Statues, Urns, and Fo—n's. Dog and Bitch, 
Ne Village is without, on either Side, 
All up the Silver Thames, or all a down 
Ne Richmond's ſelf, from whoſe tall Front are ey'd 
Vales, Spires, meand: ring Streams, and Windſor s tow ry 
Pride. 


The SPLENDID SHILLING. In Imitation of MI L- 
rox. By Mr. Joun PRHIIITs. 


Sing Heavenly Muſe | 
Things unattempted yet in Proſe or Rhyme, 
A Shilling, Breeches, and Chimera's dire. 


Appy the Man,. who void of Cares and Strife; 
In ſilken cr in leathern Purſe retains 
A ſplendid Shilling: he nor hears with Pain 
New Oyſters cry'd, nor ſighs for cheerful Ale; 
But with his Friends, when nightly Miſts ariſe, 
To Funiper's, or Magpye, or Town- Hall repairs : 
Where mindful of the e whoſe wanton Ire, 
rans- 
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Transfix'd his Soul, and kindled amorous Flames, 


Chloe or Phillis; he each circling Glaſs 
Wiſheth her Health, and Joy, and equal Love, 
Mean while he ſmokes, and laughs at merry Tale, 
Or Pun ambiguous, or Conundrum quaint. 

But I whom griping Penury ſurrounds, 

And Hunger, ſure Attendant upon Want, 
With ſcanty Offals, and ſmall acid Tiff 
(Wretched Repaſt) my meagre Corps ſuſtain : 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home 

In Garret vile, and with a. warming Puff 
Regale chill'd Fingers, or from Tube as black 
As Winter's Chimney, or well-poliſh'd Jett, 
Exhale Mundungus, ill-perfuming Smoke. 
Not blacker Tube, nor of a ſhorter Size, 


Smokes Cambro- Britain (vers'd in Pedigree, 


Sprung ſrom Cadeoallader and Arthur, antient Kings, 

Full famous in Romantick Tale) when he 

O'er many a craggy Hill, and fraitleſs Cliff, 

Upon a Cargo of fam'd Ceſtrian Cheeſe, 

High over-{hadowing rides, with a Deſign 

To vend his Wares, or at the 4rvenian Mart, 

Or Maridunum, or the antient Town n 

Hight Morgannumia, or where / agg 's Stream 

Encircles Ariconium' fruitful Soil; 

Whence flow nectareous Wines, that well may v vie 

With Maſſic, Setian, or renown'd Falern. 
"us while my joyleſs Hours I lingring ſpend,. 


With Looks demure, and ſilent Pace, a Dunn, 


Horrible Monſter ! hated by Gods and Men, 
To my aerial Citadel aſcends; 

With vocal Heel thrice thundring at my Gates, 
With hideous Accent thrice he calls: I know 


The Voice ill-boding, and the folemn Sound ;. 


W hat ſhould I do, or whither turn? amaz'd, 


Confounded, to the dark Receſs I fly 


Of Woodhole: ſtrait my briſtling Hairs erect,, 
My Tongue forgets her Faculty of Speech, 


Z3o horrible he ſeems. His faded Brow 


Entrench'd with many a Frown, and Conick Read; 


And ſpreading Band admir'd by Modern Saint, 
B 5 D.iſaſtrous- 
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Diſaſtrous Acts forebode : in his Right Hand 
Long Scrolls of Paper ſolemnly he waves, 
With Characters and Figures dire in{crib'd, 
Grievous to mortal Eye: (ye Gods avert 
Such Plagues from righteous Men!) Behind him dalle 
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Another Monſter, not unlike himſelf, 


Of Aſpect ſullen, by the Vulgar call'd 

A Catchpole ; whole polluted Hands the Gods 
With Force incredible, and Magick Charms, 
Erit have endu'd, if he his ample Palm 

Should haply on ill- fated Shoulder laß 

Of Debtor, ſtrait his Body to the Touch 
Obiequious (as whilom Knights were wont) 

To ſome enchanted Caſtle is convey'd ; 

Where Gates impregnable, and coercive Charms, 
In Durance vile detain him, till in form 


Of Money Pallis ſet the Captive free, 


Beware, ye Debtors, when ye walk, beware, 
Be circumſpect; oft with inſidious Ken 
his Caitiif eyes your Steps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a Creek or gloomy Cave, 
Prompt to enchant ſome inadvertent Wretch 
Wich his unhallow'd Touch. So (Poets ſing) 
CGrimalkin, to domeſtick Vermin ſworn 
An everlaſting Foe, with watchful Eye, 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky Gap,' 
Protending her fell Claws, to thoughtleſs Mice 
Sure Ruin, 80 her diſembowell'd Web 
The Spider in a Hall or Kitchin ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant Flies: ſhe ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven Cell ; the humming Prey, 


Regardleſs of their Fate, ruſh on the Toils 
Inextricable, nor will ought avail 


Their Arts nor Arms, nor Shapes of lovely Hue 5 2 
The Waſp inſidious, and the buzzing Drone, 

And Butterfly proud of expanded Wings 

Diſtin& with Gold, entangled in her Snares, 

Uſcleſs Reſiſtance make. With eager Strides, 

She tow'ring flies to her expected Spoils ; 

Then with ce:venom'd Jaws the vital Blood 
Drinks of reluctant Foes, and to her Cave 

Their bulky Carcaſes triumphant drags, 
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So paſs. my Days: But when noQurnal Shades 
This World invelop, and th' inclement Air 
Perſuades Men to repel benumming Froſts 
With pleaſant Wines, and crackling Blaze of Wood ; 
Me lonely fitting, nor the glimmering Light 
Of make- weight Candle, nor the joyous Talk 
Of lovely Friend delights.  Diftreis'd, forlorn, 
Amidf the Horrors of the tedious Night, | 
Darkning I ſigh, and feed with diſmal Thoughts 


My anxious Mind ; or ſometimes mournful Verſe 


Indite, and ſing of Groves and Myrtle Shades, 


Or deiperate Lady near a purling Stream, 
Or Lover perdent on a Willow- Tree. 


Mean while I labour with eternal Drought, 

And reſtleſs wiſh in vain ; my parched Throat 

Finds no Relief, nor heavy Eyes Repoſe: 

But if a Slumber haply does invade 

My weary Limbs, my Fancy ſtill awake, 

Longing for Drink, and eager in my Dream, 

Tipples imaginary Pots of Ile. 

Awake, I find the ſettled Thirft 

Still gnawing, and the pleaſant Phantom curſe. 
Thus do I live from Pleaſure quite debarr'd, 


Nor taſte the Fruits that the Sun's genial Rays 


Mature, John-£ pple nor the cowny Peach, 


Nor Walnut in rough furrow'd Coat ſecure, 


Nor Medlar Fruit, delicious in Decay: 
Afflictions great Vet greater ſtill remain; 


My Galligaſkins that have long withſtooa 


The Winter's Fury, and encroaching Froſts, 
By Lime ſubdu'd, (what will not Tune ſubdue) 
A horrid Chaſm diſcloſe, with Orifice 


Wide diſcontinuous ; at which the Winds 
Enurus and Aufter, and the dreadful Force 


Of Borea, that congeals the Cronian Waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling Blaſts, 
Portending Agues. Thus a well-fraught Ship 
Long fail d ſecure, or through th Egean Deep, : 
Or the Jonian, till cruiſing near 

The Lilybean Shore, with hideous Cruſh 


On Scylla or . dangerous Rocks 


She 
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She ſtrikes rebounding, whence the ſhatter d Oak, 
So fierce a Shock unable to withſtand, 
Admits the Sea in at the gaping Side ; 
The crouding Waves guſh with impetuous Rage, 
Reſiſtleſs overwhelming : Horrors ſeize 


The Mariners, Death in their Eyes appears; 


They ſtare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, they pray; 


Vain Efforts ! ſtill the battering Waves ruſh in 


Implacable, till delug'd by the Foam, 
'The Ship ſinks found'ring in the vaſt Abyſs. 


The ART F Cook ERV. Iulmitation of Hor act's 


Art of Poetry. By Dr. RING. 
T0 Dr, 4 I's TER. 


Ngenious L. „were a Pidture drawn 
With Cynthia's Face, but with a Neck like Brawyn; 
With Wings of Turkey, and with Feet of Calf, 


Tho' drawn by Kneller, it would make you laugh: 


Such is (good Sir) the Figure of a Feaſt. 


By ſome rich Farmer's Wife and Siſter dreſt. 


Which, were it not for Plenty and for Steam, 
Might be reſembled to a ſick Man's Dream, 
Where all Ideas huddling run fo fait, 


That Syllabubs come firſt, and Soups the laſt. 


Not but that Cooks and Poets ſtill were free, 
'Fo uſe their Pow'r in nice Variety 
Hence Mac'rel ſeem delightful to the Eyes, 


Tho' dreſs'd with incoherent Gooſeberries. 


Crabs, Salmon, Lobſters are with Fennel ſpread, 
Who never touch'd that Herb till they were dead; 


Viet no Man lards ſalt Pork with Orange- peel, 


Or garniſhes his Lamb with ſpitchcokt Eel. 

A Cook perhaps has mighty things profeſs'd, 
Then ſent up but two Diſhes nicely dreſt, | 
What ſignify Scotch Collops to a Feaſt ? . i 
Or can you make whip'd Cream? Pray what Relief 
Will that be to a Sailor who wants Beef? 
Who, lately ſhipwreckt, never can have Eaſe, 
Till re-eftabliſh'd in his Pork and Peaſe. hea 
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When once begun, let Induſtry ne'er ceaſe, . 
Till it has render'd all Things of one Piece: 
At your Deſert bright Pewter comes too late, 
When your firſt Courſe was all ſerv'd up in Plate. 
Moſt knowing Sir! the greateſt Part of Cooks 
Searching for Truth, are couzen'd by its Looks. — 5 7 
One would have all Things little, hence has try'd* 
Turkey Foults freſn, from th'Egg, in Butter fry" 2 ö 
Others, to ſhew the Largeneſs of their Soul, 3 
Prepare your Muttons ſwol'd, and Oxen Whole. 
To vary the ſame Things ſome think is Art, 
By larding of Hogs-feet, and Bacon-tart. PIT 
The Taſte is now to that Perfection brought, 
That Care, when wanting Skill, creates the Fault. 
In Cowvent- garden did a Taylor dwell, 5 
Who might deſerve a Place in his own Hell: 
Give him a fingle Coat to make, he'd do't; 
A Veſt, or Breeches ſingly, but the Brute 
Could ne'er contrive all three to make a Suit: 
Rather than frame a Supper like ſuch Clothes, 
Fd have fine Eyes and Teeth without my Noſe. 
You that from pliant Paſte wou'd Fabricks raiſe, 
Expecting thence to gain immortal Praiſe; 
Your Knuckles try, and let your Sinews know, 
Their Pow'r to knead, and give the Form to Dough 5 
Chuſe your Materials right, your Seas'ning fix, 
And with your Fruit reſplendent Sugar mix: e 
From thence of courſe the Figure will ariſe, . 
And Elegance adorn the Surface of your Pyes. 
Beauty from Order ſprings, the judging 14 
Will tell you if one ſingle Plate's awry ;- 7» 
The Cook muſt till regard the preſent. Time,” 3 
T'omit what's juſt in Seaſon is a Crime. Su} 
Your infant Peaſe to Sparrow- graſs: . 
Which to the Supper you may beſt defer. 
Be cautious how you change old Bills of Fare, 
Such Alterations ſhou'd at leaſt be rare; 
Yet Credit to the Artiſt will accrue, 
Who in known Things ſtill makes th? Appearance new 
Freſh Dainties are by Britain's Traffick known, 
And now by conſtant Uſe familiar grown; 


What 
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What Lord of old wou'd bid his Cook prepare 
Mangoes, Potargo, Champignons, Cavare ? 
Or wou'd our thrum-capp'd Anceſtors find Fault 
For Want of Sugar-tongs, or Spoons for Salt ? 
New Things produce new Words, and thus Monteth: 
Has by one Veſiel ſav'd his Name from Death. 
The Seaſons change us all, by Autumn's Froſt 
The ſhady Leaves of Trees and Fruit are loſt, 
But then the Spring breaks forth with freſh Supplies, 
And from the teeming Earth new Buds ariſe. 
So ſtubble Geeſe at Michaelmas are ſeen: 
Upon the Spit, next May produces green, 
The Fate of Things lies always in the Dark; 
What Cavalier would know St. Jamnes's Park? 
For Locket's ſtands where Gardens once did ſpring, 
And wild Ducks quake where Graſs-hoppers did ſing, 
A princely Palace on that Space does riſe, 
Where Sianey's noble Muſe found Mulberries. 
Since Places alter thus, what conſtant Thought 
Of filling various Diſhes can be taught ? 
For he pretends too much, - or-is a Fool, X 
Who'd fix thoſe Things where Faſhion is the Rule. 
King Hardicnute midſt Danes and Saxons Rout, 
Carous'd in nut-brown Ale; and din'd on Grout? 
Which Diſh its priſtine Honour {till retains, 
And when each Prince is crown'd, in Splendor reigns; . 
By Northern Cuſtom, Duty was expreſt 
To Friends departed by their fun'ral Feaſt. 
Tho' I've conſulted Holingſgead and Steez, 
J find it very difficult to know 
Who to refreſh th' Attendants to a Grave, 
Burnt Claret firft, or Naples- biſket gave. 
Trotter from Quince and Apples firſt did frame 
A Pye, which ſtill retains his proper: Name, 
Tho' common grown, yet with white Sugar ſtrow'd, 
And butter'd right, its Goodneſs is allow'd. 

As Wealth flow'd in, and Plenty ſprang from Peace, 
Good Humour reign'd, and Pleaſures found Increaſe. 
Twas uſual then, the Banquet to prolong = 
By Mulick's Charm, and ſome delightful Song: 
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Where ev'ry Youth in pleaſing Accents ſtrove 
To tell the Stratagems and Cares of Love. 
How ſome ſucceſsful were, how others croſt: 
Then to the ſparkling Glaſs wou'd give his Toaſt's: 
Whoſe Bloom did moſt in his Opinion ſhine, 
To reliſh both the Muft;k and the Wine. 
Why am I ftyPd a Cook, if I'm fo loth 
To marinate my Fiſh, or ſeaſon Broth, 
Or ſend up what I roaſt with pleaſing Froth ?. 
If I my Maſter's Guſto won't diſcern, 
But thro' my baſhful Folly ſcorn to learn? 
When amongſt Friends good Humour takes its Birth, 
Tis not a tedious Feaſt prolongs the Mirth ; 
But 'tis not Reaſon therefore you ſhou'd ſpare, . 
When as their future Burgeſs you appear, 
For a fat Corporation and their Mayor, | 
All Things ſhould find their Room in proper Place, 
And what adorns this Treat would that diſgrace, - 
Sometimes the Vulgar will of Mirth partake, 
And have exceſſive Doings at their Wake: 
E'en Taylors at their yearly. Feaſt look great, 
And all their Cucumbers are turn'd to Meat. 
A Prince who in a Foreſt rides aſtray, _ 
And weary to ſome Cottage finds the Way, 
Talks of no Pyramids of Fowl or Biſks of Fiſh, 
But hungry ſups his Cream ſerv'd up in Earthen Diſh s: 
Quenches his Thirſt with Ale in nut-brown Bowls, 
And takes the haſty Rather from the Coals : 
Pleas'd as King Henry with the Miller free, 
Who thought. himſelf as good a Man as he, 
Unleſs ſome Sweetneſs at the Bottom lie, 
Who cares for all the Crinkling of the Pye ? 
If you would have me merry with your Cheer, 
Be ſo yourſelf, or fo at leaſt appear. | 
The Things we eat, by various Juice controul 
The Narrowneſs or Largeneſs of our Soul. 
Onions will make e'en Heirs or Widows weep, 
The tender Lettuce brings on ſofter Sleep : 
Eat Beef or Pye-cruſt if you'd ſerious be : 
Your Shell-fiſn raiſes Venus from the Sea: 
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For Nature that inclines to Ill or Good, 

Still nouriſhes our Paſſions . by our Food, 
Happy the Man that has each Fortune try'd, 
To whom ſhe much has giv'n, and much deny'd'; 

With Abſtinence all Delicates he ſees, 

And can regale himſelf with Toaſt-and Cheeſe. 
Your Betters will deſpiſe you, if they ſee 

Things that are far ſurpaſſing your Degree; 


Therefore beyond your Subſtance never treat, 
Tis Plenty in ſmall Fortune to be neat. 
Tis certain that a Steward can't afford 


An Entertainment equal with his Lord. 

Old: Age is frugal, gay Youth will abound 
With Heat, and ſee the flowing Cup go round. 
A Widow has cold Pye, Nurſe gives you Cake, 


From gen'rous-Merchants Ham or Sturgeon take, 


The Farmer has brown Bread as freſh as Day, 


And Butter fragrant as the Dew of May. 
Cornwall Squab-pye, and Devon White. pot brings, | 


And Lie'ſter Beans and Bacon, Food of Kings! 
At Chriſtmas-time be careful of your Fame, 


See the old Tenants Table be the fame; ; 


Then if you would ſend. up the Brawner's Head 
Sweet Roſemary and Bays around it ſpread: 


His foaming 'Fuſks let ſome large Pippin grace, 


Or 'midſt thoſe thund'ring Spears an Orange pes 
Sauce like himſelf, offenſive to its Foes, 

The roguiſh Muſtard, dang'rous to the Noſe, 

Sack and the well-ſpic'd Hippocras the Wine, 
Waſſail the Bowl with ancient Ribbands fine, 


Porridge with Plumbs, and Turkeys with the Chine. 


If you perhaps would try ſome Diſh unknown, 
Which more peculiarly you'd make your. own, 
Like ancient Sailors {till regard the Coaſt, 

By vent'ring.out tao far you may be loſt, 
By roaſting that which your Forefathers boil'd, 
And boiling what they roaſted, . much is ſpoil d. 


That Cook to ??+it4 Palates is compleat, 


Whoſe ſav'ry Hand gives Turns to common Meat. 
Tho? Cooks are often Men of pregnant Wit, 
Tard N iceneſs of their Subject few have writ, 
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In what an awkward Sound that ancient Ballad ran, 
Which with this bluſt'ring Paragraph began? 
There was a Prince of Tubberland, 
A Potentate of high Command. 
Ten thouſand Bakers did attend him, 
Ten thouſand Brewers did befriend him: 
Theſe brought him Kiſſing-crufts:; and thoſe 
Brought him Small Beex before he roſe. 
The Author raiſes Mountains ſeeming full, 5 
But all the Cry produces little Wool» + fn 
So if you ſue a Beggar for a Houſe, 7 
And have a Verdict, what d'ye gain? a Louſe, 
Homer more modeſt, if we ſearch his Books, 
Will ſhew us that his Heroes all were Cooks; 
How lov'd Patroclus with Achilles joins, 
To quarter out the Ox, and ſpit the Loins. 
Oh could that Poet live! could he rehearſe 
Thy Journey L-— in immortal Verſe! 
Muſe, ſing the Man that did to Paris go, | 
That he might taſte their Soups and Muſhrooms know. 
| Oh how would Homer praiſe their dancing Dogs, 
| Their ſtinking Cheeſe, and Frigacy of Frogs! 
He'd raiſe no Fables, fing no flagrant Lye, 
Of Boys with Cuſtards choak'd at Newbury ; 
But their whole Courſes you'd entirely ſee, 
How all their Parts from firſt to laſt agree. 
If you a!l Sorts of Perſons wou'd engage, 
Suit well your Eatables to ev'ry Age. | , 
The fav'rite Child that juſt begins to prattle, 
And throws away his Silver Bells and Rattle, 
Is very humourſome and makes great Clutter, _ 
Till he has Windows on his Bread and Butter: 
He for repeated Supper-meat will cry, 
But won't tell Mammy what he'd have, or why. 8 
The ſmooth-fac'd Vouth that has new Guardians 
| choſe, = IS | £ 
From Play-houſe ſteps to Supper at the Ro/e, 
Where he a Main or two at Random throws: 
Squand'ring of Wealth, impatient of Advice, 
His. Eating muſt be little, coſtly, nice. 
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Maturer Age, to this Delight grown ſtrange, 


Each Night frequents his Club behind the Change, 5 
Expecting there Frugality and Health, 14 
And Honour riſing from a Sheriff's Wealth: 1 W 
Unleſs he ſome Inſurance Dinner lacks, =o 
'Tis very rarely he frequents Pontack's 4 
ut then old Age, by till intruding Years, E Th 
Torments the feeble Heart with anxious Fears: . 
Moroſe, perverſe in Humour, diffident, f Th 
The more he {till abounds, the leſs content. * 
His Larder and his Kitchen too obſerves, pe 
And now, leſt he ſhould want hereafter, ſtarves: Ws; 
Thinks Scorn of all the preſent Age can give, = w 
And none theſe threeſcore Years knew how to lite. H. 
But now the Cook muſt paſs through all Degrees, } : 
And by his Art diſcordant 'Tempers pleaſe, BY 
And miniſter to Health and to Diſeaſe. 3 -- Th 
Far from the Farlour have your Kitchen plac'd. Fr 
Dainties may in their working be diſgrac'd. 80. 
In private draw your Poultry, clean your Tripe, Te 
And from your Eels their ſlimy Subſtance wipe. * 
Let cruel Offices be done by Night, Iro 
For they who like the Thing abhor the Sight. v 
Next let Diſcretion moderate your Coſt, | Bu 
And when you treat, three Courſes be the moſt, An 
Let never freſh Machines your Paſtry try, 7 = 
Unleſs Grandees or Magiſtrates are by, T. 
Then you may put a Dwarf into a Pye. 3 | Qu 
Or if you'd fright an Alderman or Mayor, o 
Within a Paſty lodge a living Hare; | . 
Then ' midſt their graveſt Furs ſhall Mirth ariſe, BY 
And all the Guild purſue with joyful Cries. 5 
OCroud not your Table, let your Number be In 
Not more than Sev'n, and never leſs than Three. pre 
'Tis the Deſert that graces all the Feaſt, 15 He 
For an ill End diſparages the reſt: | TI 
A thouſand Things well done, and one forgot, a; 
Defaces Obligation by that Blot. 1 No 
Make your tranſparent Sweetmeats truly nice, 1h 
With Indian Sugar and Arabian Spice. W} 
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And let your various Creams incircled be 

With ſwelling Fruit juſt raviſh'd from the Tree. 
Let Plates and Diſhes be from CH brought, 
With lively Paint and Earth tranſparent wrought. | 
The Feaſt now done, Diſcourſes are renew'd, 

And witty Arguments with Mirth purſu'd. 

The cheerful Maſter midſt his jovial Friends, 

His Glaſs to their beſt Wiſhes recommends, 

The Grace-cup follows to his Sovereign's Health, 
And to his Country, Plenty, Peace and Wealth. 
Performing then the Piety of Grace, 
Each Man that pleaſes, re-aſſumes his Place: 
While at his Gate from ſuch abundant Store, 
He ſhow'rs his God-like Bleſſings on the Poor. 
In Days of old our Fathers went to War, 
Expecting ſturdy Blows, and hardy Fare: 
Their Beef they often in their Murrions ſtew'd, 
And in their Baſket-hilts their Bev'rage brew d. 
Some Officer perhaps might give Conſent 

To a large cover'd Pipkin in his Tent, 

Where ev'ry thing that ev'ry Soldier got, 

| Fowl, Bacon, Cabbage, Mutton, and what not, 
Was all thrown into Bank, and went to Pot. 

But when our Conqueſts were extenſive grown, 
And thro' the World our Bri; Worth was known, 
Wealth on Commanders then flow'd in apace, 
Their Champaign ſparkled equal with their Lace: 
Quails, Beccofico's, Ortelans were ſent 

To grace the Levee of a Gen'ral's Tent 

In their gilt Plate all Delicates were ſeen, 

And what was Earth before, became a rich Terrene. 
When the young Players get to 1/{ngton, \ 
They fondly think that all the World's their own: 

Prentices, Pariſh Clerks, and Hectors meet, 

He that is drunk, or bully'd, pays the Treat. 

Their Talk is looſe, and o'er the bouncing Ale, 

At Conſtables and Juſtices they rail. 

Not thinking Cuſtard ſuch a'{erious Thing, 

That Common-council-men *twill thither bring, 

Where many a Man at Variance with his Wife, 

With ſoft'uing Mead and Cheeſe- cake ends the 1 
| Ev'n 
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Ev'n Squires come there, and with their mean Diſcourſe, 
Render the Kitchen, which they fit in, worſe. 
Midwives demure, and Chamber-maids molt gay, 
Foremen that pick the Box, and come to play, 
Here find their Entertainment at the Height, 
In Cream and Codlings rev'ling with Delight; 
What thoſe anprove, the great Men will diſlike, 
But here's the Art, if you the Palate ſtrike 
By Management of common Things ſo well, 
That what was thought the meaneſt, ſhall excel f 
While others ſtrive in vam, all Perſons own. 
duch Diſhes could be dreſt by you alone. 

When ſtraitn'd in your '!ime, and Servants few, 
You'd richly then compoſe an Ambigue: 
Where firſt and ſecond: Courſe, and your Deſert 
All in one ſingle Table have their Part; 
From ſuch a vaſt Confuſion tis Delight 
To find the jarring Elements unite, 
And raiſe a Structure grateful to the Sight. 
Be not too far by old Example led, 
With Caution now we in their F ootſteps tread; 
The French our Reliſh help, and well ſupply 
The Want of Things too groſs by Decency. 
Our Fathers moſt admir'd.their Sauces ſweet, 
And often aſk'd. for Sugar with their Meat; 
They butter'd Currants on fat Veal beſtow'd, 
And Rumps of Beef with Virgin Honey ſtrew'd. 
Inſipid Taſte, old Friend, to them who Paris know, 


Where Rocombole, Shallot, and the rank Garlick grow. 


Tom Bold did firſt begin the ſtroling Mart, 

And drove about his J urnips in a Cart; 
Sometimes his Wife the Citizens would pleaſe, 
And from. the ſame Machine ſell Pecks of Peaſe, 

Then Pippins did in Wheel-barrows abound, 

And Oranges in Whimſey-boards went round. 

Beſs Hoy firſt found it troubleſome to bawl, 

And therefore plac'd her Cherries on a Stall ; 

Her Currants there and Gooſeberries were ſpread 

With the enticing Gold of Gingerbread : 

But Flounders,. Sprats,. and Cucumbers were cry'd, 

And every Sound, and every Voice was try'd. 
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At laſt the Law this hideous Din ſuppreſt, F 
And order'd that the Sunday ſhould have reſt ; 

And that no Nymph her noiſy Food ſhould ſell, 

Except it were new Milk and Mackarel. 

There is no Diſh but what our Cooks have made, 
And merited a Charter by their Trade. 

Not French Kick-ſhaws, or Oglio's brought from Spain, 
Alene have found Improvement from their Brain: 

But Pudding, Brawn, and White- pots own to be 

Th Effects of native Ingenuity, 

Our Britiſb Fleet which now commands the Main, 
Might glorious Wreaths of Victory obtain, | 
Wou'd they take Time: would they with Leiſure work, 
With Care would ſalt their Beef, and cure their Por; 

' Wou'd boll chat Liquor well whene'er they brew, 
Their Conqueſt half is to the Victualler due. 
heeccauſe that Thirſt and Abſtinence are good, 
As many ſay, if rightly underſtood ; 
Old Croſs condemns all Perfons to be Fops, 
That can't regale themſelves with Mutton Chops + 
He often for ſtufft Beef to Bealam runs, | 
And the clean Rummer, as the Peſt-houſe, ſhuns, 
Sometimes poor Jack and Onions are his Diſh, 
And then he ſaints thoſe Fry'rs who ſtink of Fiſh. 
As for my ſelf, I take him to abſtain, 
Who has good Meat, with Decency, tho' plain 
But tho? my Edge be not too nicely ſer, 
Yet I another's Appetite may whet; 
May teach him when to buy, when Seaſon's paſt, 
| What's ſtale, what choice, what plentiful, what waſte, 
| And lead him thro? the various Maze of Taſte. 
I )he fundamental Principle of all 
Is what ingenious Cooks the Reliſh call; 
For when the Market ſends in Loads of Food, 
They are all taſtleſs till that makes them good, 
Beſides, tis no ignoble Piece of Care, 
| To know for whom it is you wou'd prepare : 
You'd pleaſe a Friend, or reconcile a Brother, 
A teſty Father, or a haughty Mother : 
Wou'd mollify a Judge, wou'd cram a Squire, 
Or elſe ſome Smiles from Court you may deſire; 


Or 


Nor will an Arrow from the Parthian Bow, 
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Or wou'd perhaps ſome haſty Supper give, 

To ſhew the ſplendid State in which you live. 
Purſuant io that Int'reſt you propoſe, 

Muſt all your Wines and all your Meat be choſe; 
Let Men and Manners ev'ry Diſh adapt, 

Who'd force his Pepper where his Gueſts are clapt ; ? 
A Caldron of fat Beef, and Stoop of Ale, 

On the huzzaing Mob ſhall more prevail, 


Than if you give them with the niceſt Art, 


Rag ouſts of Peacocks Brains, or Filbert Tart. 
The French by Soups and Haut-gouſts Glory raiſe, 
And their Deſires all terminate in Praiſe, 

The thrifty Maxim of the wary Dutch, 

Is to fave all the Money they can touch. 

« Hans, cries the Father, ſee a Pin lies 3 

«© A Pin a Day will fetch a Groat a Year, 


To your five Farthings join three Farthings more: 


4% And they, if added, make your Half-pence four.” 
Thus may your Stock by Management encreaſe, 
Your Wars ſhall gain you more than Britain's Peace. 
W here Love of Wealth, and ruſty Coin prevail, 
What Hopes of ſugar'd Cakes or butter'd Ale ? 
Cooks garniſh out ſome Tables, ſome they fill, 

Or in a prudent Mixture ſhew their Skill : | 
Clog not your conſtant Meals, tor Diſhes few 
Encreaſe the Appetite, when choice and new. 

Ev'n they who will Extravagance profels, 

Have {till an inward Hatred for Exceſs. 

Meat forc'd too much, untouch'd at Table lies, 
Few care for carving Trifles in Diſguiſe, 

Or that fantaſtic Diſh ſome call Surpriſe. 

W hen Pleaſures to the Eye and Palate meet, 

'That Cook has render'd his great Work complete : 
His Glory far, like Sir-loin's Knighthood, flies, 
Immortal made, as Kit-cat by his Pyes. 
Good-nature muſt ſome Failings over-look, 

Not Wilfulneſs, but Errors of the Cook. 

A String won't always give the Sound deſign'd, 

By the Muſician's Touch, and heavenly Mind ; 


Still to the deſtin'd Point directly go. 
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Perhaps no Salt is thrown about the Diſh, 


Or no try'd Parſley ſcatter'd on the Fiſh ; 

Shall J in Faſſion from my Dinner fly, 

And hopes of Pardon to my Cook deny, 

For Things which Careleiineſs might overſee, 

Ard all Mankind commit as well as he? 

I with Compaſlion once may overlook 

A Scewer ſent to Table by my Cook: 

But think not therefore tamely I'll permit | 

That he ſhall daily the ſame Fault commit, 

For fear the Raſcal ſend me up the Spit. 5 
Poor Roger Fowler had a gen'rous Mind, 


Nor would {ubmit to have his Hand confin'd, 


But aim'd at all, yet never cou'd excel 

In any thing but ſtuffing of his Veal : 

But when that Diſh was in Perfection ſeen, 

And that alone, wou'd it not move your Spleen ? 

*Tis true, ina long Work ſoft Slumbers creep, 

And gently ſink the Artiſt into Sleep. 

Ev'n Lamb himſelf, at the moſt ſolemn Feaſt, 

Might have ſome Chargers not exactly dreſs'd, 
Tables ſhould be like Pictures to the Sight, 

Some Diſhes caſt in Shade, ſome ſpread in Light, 

Some at a Diſtance brighten, ſome near hand, 

Where Faſe may all their Delicates command : 

Some ſhould be mov'd when broken, others laſt 

Thro' the whole Treat, incentive to the Taſte. 
Locket by many Labours feeble grown, 

Up from the Kitchen call'd his eldeft Son : 

* Tho' wiſe thy ſelf (ſays he) tho' taught by me, 

Yet fix this Sentence in thy Memory : 

« "There are ſome certain Things that don't excel, 


And yet we ſay are tolerably well. 
There's many worthy Men a Lawyer prize, 


% Whom they diſtinguiſh as of middle Size, 
e For pleading well at Bar, or turning Books; 
« But this is not (my Son) the Fate of Cooks, 


„From whoſe myſterious Art true Pleaſure ſprings 


To Stall of Garter and to Throne of Kings, 
« A ſimple Scene, a diſobliging Song, 
Which no Way to the main Deſign belong, 
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(24 ) 
& Or were they abſent, never would be miſc'd, 
© Have made a well-wrought Comedy be hiſs'd ; 
« So in a Feaſt, no intermediate Fault | 
« Will be allow'd, but if not beſt, *tis naught.” 
He that of feeble Nerves and Joints complains, 


From Nine-pins, Coits, and from Trap-ball abſtains: 


Cudgels avoids, and ſhuns the wreſtling Place, 

Leſt Vine gar reſounds his loud Diſgrace. 

But ev'ry one to Cookery pretends, | 
Nor Maid, nor Miſtreſs, e'er conſult their Friends. 
But, Sir, if you would roaſt a Pig, be free ; 


Why not with Braaun, with Locket, or with me? 
We lll ſee when 'tis enough, when both Eyes out, 


Or if it wants the nice concluding Bout: 

But if it lies too long, the Crackling's pall'd, 
Not by the Drudging-box to be recall d. 

Our Cambrian Fathers, ſparing in their Food, 
Firſt boil'd their hunted Goats on Bars of Wood. 
Sharp Hunger was their Seas'ning, or they took 
Such Salt as iſſued from the native Rock. 

Their Sallading was never far to ſeek, 


'The poignant Water-graſs, or ſav'ry Leek ; 
Until the Britiſb Bards adorn'd this Iſle, 


And taught them how to roaſt, and how to boil : 
Then Thaliz?n roſe and ſweetly ſtrung 

His Britiſb Harp, inſtructing whilſt he ſung ; 
Taught them that Honeſty they till poſſeſs, 


Their Truth, their open Heart, their modeſt Dreſs, 
Duty to Kindred, Conſtancy to Friend, . 


And inward Worth, which always recommends ; | 
Contempt of Wealth and Pleaſure, to appear 

To all Mankind with hoſpitable Cheer, 

In After-ages Arthur taught his Knights 


At bis Round Table to record their Fights, 


Cities eras'd, Encampments forc'd in Field, 
Monſters ſubdu'd, and hideous Tyrants quell'd, 


Inſpir'd that Cambrian Soul which ne'er can yield. 
Then Gay, the Pride of Was avick, truly great, 


'To future Heroes due Example ſet ; 
By his capacious Cauldron made appear, 
From whence the Spirits riſe, and-Strength of War, 
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The preſent Age to Gallantry inclin'd, 
Is pleas'd with vaſt Improvements of the Mind. 
He that of Honour, Wit and Mirth partakes, 
May be a fit Companion o'er Bcef Steaks, 
His Name may be to future Times enroll'd 
In Eſcourt's Book, whoſe Gridiron's fram'd of Gold. 
Scorn not theſe Lines, deſign'd to let you know 
Profits that from a well-plac'd Table flow. 

Tis a ſage Queſtion, if the Art of Cooks 
Is lodg'd by Nature, or attain'd by Books: 
That Man will never frame a noble Treat, 
Whole whole Dependence lies on ſome Receipt, 
Ihen by pure Nature ev'ry Thing is ſpoil'd, 
She knows no more than ſtew'd, bak'd, roaſt, and boil'd. 
When Art and Nature join, th' Effect will be 
Some nice Ragouſt, or charming Fricaſſee. 

The Lad that would his Genius ſo advance, 
That on the Nope he might ſecurely dance, 
From tender Years inures himſelf to Pains, 
To Summer's parching Heat and Winter's Rains, 
And from the Fire of Wine and Love abilains ; 
No Artiſt can his Haut-boy's Stops command, 
Unleſs ſome ſkilful Maſter form his Hand; 
But Gentry take their Cooks tho” never try'd 3 
It ſeeras no more to them than np and ride. 
Preferments granted thus, ſhew him a Fool, 
That dreads a Parent's Check, or Rods at School. 

Ox cheek when hot, and Wardens bak'd, ſome cry, 
But *tis with an Intention Men #:ould buy. 
Others abound with ſuch a plenteous Store, 
Tnat if you'll let them treat they' M aſk no more: 
And 'tis the vaſt Ambition of their Soul, 
To ſee their Port admir'd, and Table full. 
But then amidſt that cringing fawning Crowd, 
Who talk ſo very much, and laugh ſo loud, 
Who with ſuch Grace his Honour's Actions praiſe, 
How well he fences, dances, ſings and plays; 
Tell him his Liv'ry's rich, his Chariot's fine, 
How choice his Meat, and delicate his Wine; 
Surrounded thus, how ſhould the Youth de ſery 
The Happineſs of Friendthip from a Lie? 

Jet: It; S Friends 


(26) 


Friends act with cautious Temper when ſincere, 
But flatt'ring Impudence is void of Care: 
So at an Iriſb Funeral appears 

A Train of Drabs with mercenary Tears ; 

Who wringing of their Hands with hideous Moan, 
Know not his Name for whom they ſeem to groan; 
While real Grief with filent Steps proceeds, 

And Love unfeign'd with inward Paſſion bleeds. 
Hard Fate of Wealth ; were Lords, as Butchers wiſe, 
'T hey from the Meat wou'd baniſh all the Flies: 

The Perſian Kings, with Wine and maſſy Bowl 
Search'd to the dark Receſſes of the Soul; 

That ſo laid open, no one might pretend, 

Unleſs a Man of Worth, to be their Friend; 

But now the Gueſts their Patrons undermine, 

And ſlander them for giving them their Wine. 

Great Men have dearly thus Companions bought, 
Unleſs by theſe Inſtructions they'll be taught, 

They ſpread the Net, and will themſelves be caught. 
Were Horace, that great Maſter, now alive, 

A. Feaſt with Wit and judgment he'd contrive. 

As thus —— ſuppoſing that you would rehearſe 

A labour'd Work, and every Diſh a Verſe : 
He'd ſay, mend this, and t'other Line, and this; 
If after Tryal it were ſtill amiſs ; 

He'd bid you giveit a new Turn of Face, 

Or ſet ſome Diſh more curious in its Place, 

If you perſiſt, he would not ſtrive to move 

A Paſſion ſo delightful as Self- Love. 

We ſhould ſubmit our I reats to Critics View, 
And every prudent Cook ſhould read Boſu. 
Judgment provides the Meat in Seaſon fit, 

Which by the Genius dreſt, its Sauce is Wit. 
Good Beef for Men, Pudding for Youth and Age, 
Come up to the Decorum of the Stage. 

The Critic ſtrikes out all that is not juſt, 

And 'tis e'en ſo the Butler chips his Cruſt. 
Poets and Paſtry Cooks will be tre fame, 

Since both of them their Images ou frame. 
Chimera's from the Poct's fancy Bow, 

The Cook contrives his Shapes in real Doug? 
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When Truth commands, there's no Man can offend 
That with a modeſt Love corrects his Friend. 
Tho' 'tis in toaſting Bread, or butt'ring Peaſe, 
So the Reproof has Temper, Kindneſs, Eaſe. 
But why ſhow'd we reprove when Faults are {mall ? 
Becauſe tis better to have none at all. 
There's often Weight in Things that ſeem the leaſt, 
And our moſt trifling Follies raiſe the Jeſt, _ 
"T's by his Cleanlineſs a Cook muſt Pleaſe, 
A Kitchen will admit of no Diſeaſe. 
The Fowler and the Huntiman both may un 
| Amidſt that Dirt which he muſt nicely ſhun, 
'  Empeaocles, a Sage of old, would raiſe 
A Name immortal by anutual Ways; 
At laſt his Fancies grew ſo very odd, 
| He thought by roalting to be made a God. 
Tno' fat, he leapt with his unweildy Stuff 
In Etna's Flames, ſo to have Fire enough. 
Were my Cook fat, and I a Stander | by, 
I'd rather than himſelf his Fiſh ſhould try, 
There are ſome Perſons ſo exceſſive rude, 
Ihat to your private Table they*l intrude. 
In vain you fly, in vain pretend to faſt, 
Turn like a Fox, they'll catch yhu at the laſt. 
You muſt, ſince tars and Doors are ro Defence, 
Ev'n quit your Houle as in a Peſtilence 
Be quick, nay very quick, or he'll approach, 
And, as you're ſcamp'ring, ſtop you in your Coach. 
Then think of all your Sins, and you will fee 
How right your Gvilt and Puniſſinient agree: 
Perhaps no tender Pity could prevail, 
But you would throw ſome Debtor into Jail. 
Now mark th” Effect of his prevailing Curie, 
You are detain'd by ſomething that is worte, 
Were it in my Election, [ ſhould chuſe 
To meet a rav'nous Wolf, or Bear got looſe : | 
He'll eat and talk, and talking ſtill w:!! cat, 5 
No Quarter from the Paraſtie you'll ges; 
But like a Leech well fix d he“ {uck Wa at's good, 
And never part till ſatisfy d witn Blood. 
. Au 
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4s Imitation of Hoz act's Invitation of Tor: 


re to Supper. 
Which is the Fifth Epiſtle to his Firſt Book: 


By the Same. 


To a ſmall Room, few Diſhes, and lome Wine, 
I ſhall expect my Happineſs at Nine, 
Two Bottles of ſmooth Palm, or Anjou White, 
Shall give a Welcome, and prepare Delight. 
Then for the Bourdeauæ you may freely aſk, 
But the Champazzre is to each Man his Flaſk. 
J tell you with what Force I keep the Field, 


F Bellvill can his gen'rous Soul confine ! 


And if you can exceed it, ſpeak, I'll yield 
"The ſnow-white Damaſk Enſigns are diſplay'd, 


And ghtt'ring Salvers on the Side-board laid. 


Thus we'll diſperſe all buſy Thoughts and Cares, 


The Gen'ral's Counſels, and the Stateſman's Fears: 
Nor ſhall Sleep reign in that precedent Night, 5 
Whoſe joyful Hours lead on the glorious Light, f 
Sacred to Britiſo Worth in Blenheim's Fight. 


The Bleflings of good Fortune ſeem refus'd, 


Unleſs ſometimes with gen'rous Freedom us'd. 
"Tis Madneſs, not Frugality, prepares 
A vaſt Exceſs of Wealth for ſquand'ring Heirs, 


Muſt I of neither Wine, nor Mirth partake, 


Leſt the cenſorious World ſhould call me Rake ? 
Who unacquainted with the gen'rous Wine, 


_ Fer ſpoke bold Truths, or fram'd a great Deſign ? 
That makes us fancy ev'ry Face has Charms; 


Phat gives us Courage, and then finds us Arms: 

Sees Care diſburthen'd, and each Tongue employ'd, 

The Poor grow rich, and every Wiſh enjoy'd. 
This II perform, and promiſe you Ball ſee 

A Cleanlineſs from Affectation free: 

No Noiſe, no Hurry, when the Meat's ſet on, 


Or when the Diſh is chang'd, the Servants 18 1 
or 
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For all Things ready, nothing more to fetch, 
Whate' er you want is in the Maſter's Reach. 

Then for the Company, I'll ſee it choſe, 

Their emblematic Signal is the Roſe. 

If you of Freeman's Raillery approve, 

Of Cotton's Laugh, and Winner's Tales of Love, 
And Bellair's charming Voice may be allow'd, 
What can you hope for better from a Crowd? 
But I ſhall not preſcribe, conſult your Eaſe, 
Write back your Men, and number as you pleaſe : 
Try your Back-ftairs, and let your Lobby wait, 
A Stratagem in War is no Deceit. 
| J am, Sir, yours, &c. 


The OLD CHEESE. 
By the Same. 


Oung Slouch the Farmer had a jolly Wife, 
That knew all the Convenience of Life, 

W hoſe Diligence and Cleanlineſs ſupply'd 
The Wit which Nature had to him deny'd; _ 
But then ſhe had a Tongue that would be heard, 
And make a better Man than Slouch afraid. | 
This made cenſorious Perſons of the Ion 
day, Slouch could hardly call his >oul his own: 
For if he went abroad too much, ſhe'd uſe 
To give him Slippers, and lock up his Shoes. 
Talking he lov'd, and ne'er was more afllicted, 
Than when he was diſturb'd or contradicted :; 
Yet ſtill into his Story ſhe would break, 
With, Tis not ſo—Pray give me leave to ſpeak, 
His Friends thought this was a tyrannic Rule, 
Not differing much from calling of him, Fool; 
Told him he muſt exert himſelf, and be 
In fact the Maſter of his Family. 
He ſaid, that the next Tuz/axy Noon would ſhow 
Whether he were the Lord at home, or no; 
When their good Company he would entreat 
To well-brew'd Ale, and clean, if homely, meat. 


C 3 With 


( 30 ) 
With aking Heart home to his Wife he goes, 
And on his Knees does his raſh AR diſcloſe, 
Ard prays dear Suey, that one Day at leaſt, 
He migat appear as Maſter of the Feaſt, | 
Ill grant your Wiſh, cries ſhe, that thou may'ſt ſee 
*T were Wiſdom to be govern'd ftill by me. 
The Gueſts upon the Day appointed came, 
Each bowſy Farmer with his fimp'ring Dame. 
Hoe! Sue / cries Slouch, why doſt not thou appear? 
Are theſe thy Manners when Aunt Szap is here? 
I Pardon aſk, ſays Sue, I'd not offend | 
Any my Dear invites, much leſs his Friend. 
Slouch by his Kinſman Gruffy had been taught, 
'To entertain his Friends with finding Fault, 
And make the main Ingredient of his Treat, 
His Saying there was nothing fit to eat; 
The boil'd Pork ſtinks, the Roaſt Beef's not enough, 
The Bacon's ruſty, and the Hens are tough ; 
The Veal's all Rags, the Butter's turn'd to Oil; 
And thus I buy good Meat for Sluts to ſpoil, 
"Tis we are the firſt Slouches ever ſat 
Down to a Pudding without Plumbs or Fat, 
What Teeth or Stomach's ſtrong enough to feed 
Upon a Gooſe my Grannum kept to breed? 
Why muſt old Pigeons, and they ſtale, be dreſt, 
When there's ſo many ſquab ones in the Neſt ? 
This Beer is ſour, this muſty, thick and ſtale, 
And worſe than any thing except the Ale. 
Sue all this while many Excuſes made, 
Some Things ſhe own'd, at other times ſhe laid 
The Fault on Chance, but oftner on the Maid. 
Then Cheeſe was brought. Says Slouch, this e'en ſhall 
roll: 
I'm ſure 'tis hard enough to make a Bowl: 
This is Skim-milk, and therefore it ſhall go, 
And this, becauſe *cs S2 D, follow roo. 
But now Sze's Patience did begin to waſte, 
Nor longer could Diſſimulation laſt. 
Pray let me riſe, ſays due; my Dear, I'll find 
A Cheeſe perhaps may be to Lovey's Mind, 


Then 


( 31) 
Then in an Entry, ſtanding cloſe, where he 
Alone, and none of all his Friends might ſee : 
And brandiſhing a Cudgel he had felt, 
And far enough on this Occaſion ſmelt ; 
Fl try, my Joy, ſhe cry'd, if I can pleaſe 
My deareſt with a Taſte of his Old Cheeſe. 
Slouch turn'd his Head, ſaw his Wife's vigorous Hand 
Wielding her Oaken Sapling of Command, 
Knew well the Twang : Is't the old Cheeſe, my Dear? Y 
No need, no need of Cheeſe, cries Such, I'll {wear ; 
I think I've din'd as well as my Lord-Mayor 5 


The SKILLET, 


By the Same. 


WO Neighbours, Clod and Jolt, would marry'd be, 


But did not in their Choice of Wives agree, 

Clod thought a Cuckold was a monſtrous Beaſt, 
With two huge glaring Eyes and ſpreading Creſt ; 
Therefore reſolving never to be ſuch, 

Married a Wife none but himſelf could touch, 
_ Felt thinking Marriage was decreed by Fate, 

W hich ſhews us whom to love and whom to hate, 
To a young handſome jolly Laſs made court, 
And gave his Friends convincing V eaſon for't, 
That fince in Life ſuch Miſchief may be had, 
Beauty had ſomething ſtill that was not bad. 
Within two Months Fortune was pleas'd to ſend 
A Tinker to Cod's Houſe with, 5** Braſs to mend”? 
The good old Wife ſurvey'd the brawny Spark, 
And found his Chine was large, tho' Count'nance dark. 
Firſt ſhe appears in all her Airs, then tries 
The ſquinting Efforts of her am'rous Eyes. 

Much Time was ſpent, and much Defire expreſt: 
At laſt the Tinker cry'd, few Words are belt ; 
Give me that Skillet then, and if I'm true, 

I dearly earn it for the Work I do. 

They *greed ; they parted ; on the Tinker goes, 

With the ſame Stroke of Pan, and Twang of Noſe, 
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Till he at Jo/r's beheld a ſprightly Dame, 
That ſet his native Vigour all on Flame. 
He looks, ſighs, faints, at laſt begins to cry, 
And can you then let a young Tinker dye ? 
Says ſhe, Give me your Skillet then and try, 
My Skillet ! Both my Heart and Skillet take; 
I wiſh it were a Copper for your Sake 
py all this, not many Days did paſs, 

(led fitting at Joll's Houſe ſurvey'd the Braſs, 
And glitt'ring Pewter itand! ing on the Shelf 
f 7 hen, after ſome gruff mutt'ring with himſelf, 
Cry'd, prithee, Jelt, how came that Skillet thine 
You know as well as I, quoth Joli, t'en't mine; 


But I'll aſk Nan. "Twas done; Nan told the Matter, 


In truth as twas; then cry'd, You've got the better: 
For tell me, deareſt, whether you would chuſe 

To be a Gainer by me, or to loſe? 

As for our Neighbour Cod, this I dare ſay, 

We've Beauty and a Skillet more than they. 


The FISHERMAN. 
By the Same, 


O M Banks by native Induftry was taught 
The various Arts how Fiſhes might be caught; 
Sometimes with trembling Reed ar. A üngle Hair, 

And Bait conceal'd, he'd for their Death prepare, 
With melancholy Thought: and Gowncaſt Eyes, 
Expecting *till Deceit had gain'd its Prize. 

Sometimes in Riv'let quick and Water clear, 

They'd meet a Fate more gen'rous from his Spear. 
To Baſkets oft he'd pliant Oziers turn, 

Where they might Entrance find, but no Return. 

His Net well pois'd with Lead he'd ſometimes throw, 
Encircling thus his Captives all below. _ 

But when he would a quick Deſtruction make, 
And from afar much larger Booty take, 

He'd thro? the Stream, where moſt deſcending, ſet 
From ide to fide his ſtrong e Net; 
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(33) 
And then his ruſtic Crew with mighty Poles 
Would drive his Prey out from their ouzy Holes, 
: And ſo purſue em down the rolling Flood, 
7 Gaſping for Breath, and almoſt choak'd with Mud ; 
| Till they, of farther Paſſage quite bereft, 
0 Were in the Maſh with Gills entangl'd left. 
> Trot, who liv'd down the Stream, ne' er thought his Beer 
Was good, unleſs he had his Water clear; ; 
He goes to Banks, and thus begins his Tale: 
Lord! if you knew but how the People rail : 
They cannot boil, nor waſh, nor rinle, they ſay, 1 
With Water ſometimes Ink and ſometimes Whey, f 
According as you meet with Mud or Clay. = 
'Þ Beſides, my Wife this fix Months could not brew, 
1 And now tie Blame of this all's laid on you; 
For it will be a diſmal Thing to think, 
How we old 7rots muſt live and have no drink: 
Therefore, I pray, ſome other Method take 
Of fiſhing, my it only for our Sake. 
Says Banks, 1 'm ſorry it ſhonld be my Lot, ES 1 
Ever to diſoblige my Goffip Trot : | 5 
Yet 't'en't my Fault; but ſo 'tis Fortune tries one, 1 
To make his Meat become his Neighbour's Poifon 15 | 
And ſo we pray for Winds upon this Coaſt, =. 
By which on t'other Natives may be loſt. 
Therefore in Patience reſt, tho“ I proceed ; 
There's no Ill Nature in the Caſe, but Need. 
Tho' for your Uſe the Water will not ſerve, 
I'd rather you ſhou'd choak than I ſhould Rarve.. 
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Lt MOUTHS. 


By the Same. 


ROM London, Paul the Carrier coming down 

4 To Wantoge, meets a Beauty of the lown ; 
$ They both accoſt with Salatation pretty, 

5 As, How doſt Pau/? Thank ye, and how doſt By? 
Did. it fee our Fact, nor Sitter ? No, you've ſeen, 

+ warrant, none but thoſe who ſaw the Queen, 
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- (34 ) 

Many Words ſpoke in Jeſt, ſays Paul, are true, 
I came from Vinaſor, and if ſome Folks knew 
As much as I, it might be well for you. 
Lord, Paul! whatis't? Why give me ſomething for't, 
This Kiſs, and this. The Matter's then in ſhort, 
The Parliament have made a Proclamation, 
Which will this Week be ſent all round the Nation ; 
That Maids with little Mouths do all prepare, 
On S:nday next to come before the Mayor, 
And that all Batchelors be likewiſe there. 
For Maids with little Mouths ſhall, if they pleaſe, 
From theſe young Men chuſe two apiece. 
Betty with bridled Chin extends her Face, 
And then contracts her Lips with ſimp'ring Grace, 
Cries, hem! pray what muſt all the huge ones do 

For Huſbands, when we little Mouths have two ? 
Hold, not fo faſt, cries he, pray pardon me, 
Maids with huge gaping wide Mouths muſt have three. 

Betty diſtorts her Face with hideous Squawl, 
And Mouth of a Foot wide begins to bawl, 
Oh, ho! Is't ſo? The Caſe is alter'd, Paul. 
1s that the Point ? I wiſh the three were ten ; 
J warrant J'll find Mouth, if they'll find Men. 


HOLD FAST BELOW. 
By the Same. 


A NHere was a Lad th' unluckieſt of his Crew, 
Was ſtill contriving ſomething bad, but new: 

His Comrades all Obedience to him paid, 
In executing what Deſigns he laid; 
was they ſhould rob the Orchard, he'd retire, 
His Foot was fafe whilſt their's was in the Fire. 
He kept them in the Dark to that degree, 
None ſhould preſume to be ſo wiſe as he; 
But being at the Top of all Affairs 
The Profit was his own, the Miſchief theirs : 
There fell ſome Words made him begin to doubt, 
The Rogues would grow ſo wife to find him out; 110 
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He was not pleas'd with this, and ſo next Day 
He cries to em as going juſt to play: 

W hat a rare Jack-daw's Neſt is there, look up, 


You ſee tis almoſt at the Steeple's Top. 


Ah, ſays another, we can have no Hope 
Of getting thither to't without a Rope. 
Says then the fleering Spark with courteous Grin, 


By which he drew his Infant Cullies in ; 


Nothing more eaſy : Did you never ſee 

How in a Swarm Bees hanging Bee by Bee, 
Make a long ſort of Rope below the Tree. 
Why mayn't we do the ſame, good Mr. John ! 
For that Contrivance, pray let me alone. 


| Tom ſhall hold Vill; you Will, and I'll hold you, 


And then I warrant you the-Thing will do. 
But if there's any does not care to try, 
Let us have no Jack daws, and what care 1! 


That touch'd the Quick, and ſo they ſoon comply'd, j 


No Argument like that was e'er deny'd, 


And therefore inſtantly the Thing was try'd. 


'They hanging down on Strength above depend, 
Then to himſelf mutters their truſty Friend, 
'The Dogs are almoſt uſeleſs grown to me, 

] ne'er ſhall have ſuch Opportunity 


To part with *em : and ſo e'en let em go * 


Then cries aloud: So ho! my Lads! fo ho! 

You're gone, unleſs you all hold faſt below. 

They've ſerv'd my Turn, ſo it's fit time to drop em; 
The Devil, if he wants em, let him ſtop him. 


The INCURIOUS. 
By the Same, 


& One that would never diſcontented be 
ut in a careleſs Way to all agree; 
He had a Servant much of Æp's kind, 
Of Perſonage uncouth, but ſprightly Mind ; 
Humpus, ſays he, I order that you find 


A Virtuoſo had a Mind to YL 


636) 
Out ſuch a Man, with ſuch a Character, 
He, in this Paper now I give you here, 
Or I will lug your Ears, or crack your Pate, 
Or rather you ſhall meet with a worſe Fate, 
For I will break your Back, and ſet you ſtrait, 
Bring him to Dinner. Hunpus ſoon withdrew, 
Was ſafe, as having ſuch a one in view, 
At Contit Gaiden Dial, whom he found, | 
Sitting with thoughtleſs Air, and Look profound. 
Who lol:tary gaping without Care, 
Seem'd to ſay; Who is't will go any where? 
Says Humpus, Sir, my Maſter bade me pray 
Your Company to dine with him to Day. 
He ſnuffs; then follows, up the Stairs he goes, 
Never pulls off his Hat, nor cleans his Shoes, 
But looking round him ſaw a handſome Room, 
And did not mach regent that he was come; 
{loſe to the Fire he draws an Elbow Chair, 
Ard lolling eaſy does for Sleep prepare. 
In comes the Family, but he fits ſtill, 
Thinks, let them take the other, Chairs that will, 
The Matter thus accoſts him, * Sir, you're wet, 
«© Pray have a Cuſhion underneath your Feet.” 
Thinks he, if 1 do ſpoil it, need I care 
1 ſee he has eleven more to ſpare. 
Dinner's brought up, the Wife is bid retreat, 
And at the upper end mult be his Seat. 
his is not very uſual, thinks the Clown, 
Hut is not all the Family . 
And why ſhould I, for Contradition? 8 Sake, 
Lofe a good Dinner, which he bids me take? 
If from his Table ſhe diſcarded be, 
What need I care, there is the more for me. 
After a while the Daughter's bid to ſtand, 8 
And bring him wlietioever ke'll ad. 
Thinks he, the better from the fairer Hand. 
Young Maſter next muſt riſe to fill him Wine, 
Ard tarve himſelf to fee the Booby dine. 
He does't. The Father afks, what have you there | ? 
Loy dare you give a Stranger Vinegar ? 
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He's none of mine, but his own Fleſh an] Blood, 


(37 ) 
Sit, 'tWwas Champaigne I gave him; Sir, indeed! 
Take him and ſcourge him 'till the Raſcal bleed; 
Don't ſpare him for his Tears nor Age: I'll try 
If Cat and Nine Tails can excule a Lie. 
Thinks the Clown, that 'twas Wine I do believe; 
But ſuch young Rogues are apteſt to deceive ; 


And how know I but't may be for his Good ? 
When the Deſert come on, and Jellies brought, 
Then was the diſmal Scene of finding fault, 

They were ſuch hideous, filthy, pois'nous Stuff, 
Could not be raiPd at, nor reveng'd enough. - 
Humpus was aſk'd who made em Trembling he 
Said, „Sir, it was my Lady gave 'em me. 

I'll take care ſhe ſhall no more Poiſon give; ----- 
I'll burn the Witch; 'ti'n't fitting ſhe ſhould live 
Set Faggots in the Court, I'll make her fry ; 

And pray, good vir, may't pleaſe you to be by. 
Then ſmiling, ſays the Clown, Upon my Life, 

A pretty Fancy this to burn one's Wife! 

And ſince that really is your Deſign, 
Pray let me juſt ſtep Home, and fetch you mine, 


DRYDEN, _ 


Davrnis and Culor. A Poſtoral, By Mr, | | 


DAPHNIS. 1 


HE Shepherd Paris bore the Spartan Bride | 
By force away, and then by force enjoy'd ; [ 
But I by free Conſent can boaſt a Bliſs, _ [1 
A alter Helen, and a ſweeter Kiſs. | 1 
Chlo. Kiſſes are empty Joys, and ſoon are o'er, i 
Daph. A Kiſs between the Lips is lomething more. . | 
Chlo, I wipe my Mouth, and where's your ng | | 
then 1 
Dapb. I ſwear you wipe it to be kiſs'd again. 
Chlo. Go tend your Herd, and kiſs your Cows af 
Home ; 
J am a Maid, aud in my Beauty's Bloom, 
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„ 380 
Daph. Tis well remember'd, do not wafte your 
Time; 
But wiſely uſe it ere you paſs your Prime. 
Chlo. Blown Roſes hold their Sweetneſs to the laſt, 


And Raiſins keep their luſcious native Taſte. 


Daph. The Sun's too hot ; thoſe Olive Shades are 
near ; 
J fain wou'd whiſper ſomething in your Ear. 

Chlo. Tis honeſt talking where we may be ſeen, 
God knows what ſecret Miſchief you may mean; 


I doubt you'll play the Wag, and kiſs again. 


Daph. At leaſt beneath yon Elm you need not fear; 
My Pipe's in tune, if you're diſpos'd to hear. 
Chlo. Play by yourſelf, I dare not venture thither : 


You and your naughty Pipe go hang together. 


Nay, fie, what mean yqu in this open Place? 
Unhand me, or, I ſwear, I'll ſcratch your Face. 
Let go for ſhame ; you make me mad for ſpight ; 


My Mouth's my own ; and if you kiſs, I'll bite. 


Daph. Away with your diſſembling Female Tricks: 
What, wou'd you *ſcape the Fate of all your Sex? 
Chlo. I ſwear I'll keep my Maidenhead till Death, 


And die as pure as Queen Elizabeth. 


Dapb. Nay mum for that; but let me lay thee down; 
Better with me than with ſome nauſeous Clown, — 
Chlo. I'd have you know, if I were ſo inclin'd, 


I have been woo'd by many a wealthy Hind ; 


But never found a Huſband to my Mind. 
Daph. But they are abſent all; and I am here. 
Ch/o. What do you mean (uncivil as you are,) 


To touch my Breaſts, and leave my Boſom bare? 


Daph. Theſe pretty Bubbies firſt I make my own. 
Chlo Pull out your Hand, I ſwear, or I ſhall ſwoon. 
Dapb. Why does thy ebbing Blood forſake thy Face? 
Cblo. Throw me at leaſt upon a cleaner Place: 
My Linen ruffled, and my Waiſtcoat ſoiling, 
What, do you think new Clothes were made for ſpoiling ? 
Daph. I'll lay my Lambſkins underneath thy Back: 
Colo. My Head-Geer's off; what filthy Work you 


make : 
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( 39 ) 
Daph. To Venus firſt, I lay theſe Off rings by. 
N Chlo. Nay firſt look round, that no body be nigh : 
3 Methinks I hear a whifp'ring in the Grove. | 
| Daph. The Cypreſs Trees are telling Tales of Love, 
Chlo. You tear off all behind me, and before me; 
And I'm as naked as my Mother bore me. 
Dafph. I'll buy thee better Clothes than theſe I tear, 
And lie ſo cloſe, I'll cover thee from Air. 
Chlo, Y'are liberal now; but when your Turn is ſped, 
You'll wiſh me choak'd with ev'ry Cruſt of Bread. 
Daph, I'll give thee more, much more than I have 


told; | 
2 Wou'd I cou'd coin my very Heart to Gold, 
Chlo. Forgive thy Handmaid (Huntreſs of the Wood.) 


I fee there's no reſiſting Fleſh and Blood !. 
Dath The noble Deed is done; my Herds ['ll cull ; 
Cupid, be thine a Calf; and Venus, thine a Bull. 
4 Chlo. A Maid I came, in an unlucky Hour, 
{ But hence return without my Virgin Flow'r. 
9 Daph. A Maid is but a barren Name at beſt; 
If thou canſt hold, I bid for Twins at leaſt, 

Thus did this happy Pair their Loves diſpenſe | 
With mutual Joys, and gratify'd their Senſe ; Ki 
'The God of Love was there a bidden Gueſt ; | | 

And preſent at his own myſterious Feaſt, j 
His azure Mantle underneath he ſpread, "4 
And ſcatter'd Roſes on the Nuptial Bed; 
While folded in each other's Arms they lay, a 


He blew the Flames, and furniſh'd out the Play, 

And from their Foreheads wip'd the balmy Sweat a- 
way. 

Firſt roſe the Maid, and with a glowing Face, 

Her down-caſt Eyes beheld the Print upon the Graſs; 

Thence to her Herd ſhe ſped herſelf in haſte : B 
The Bridegroom ſtarted from his Trance at laſt, 
And piping homeyard jocundly he paſt, 
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Nor Fame, nor Cenſure they regarded: 
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Sauntring Jack and idl Joan, 
By Mr. PRI OR. 


Nterr'd beneath this Marble Stone, 
Lie ſaunt' ring Fact, and idle aas 

While rolling Threeſcore Vears and One 
Did round this Globe their Courſes run; 
If Human Things went ill or well; 
If changing Empires roſe or fell; 
The Morning paſt, the Evening came, 
And found this Couple ſtill the ſame. 
They walk'd and eat, good Folks : What then I 
Why then they walk dand eat again : 
They ſoundly ſlept the Night away: 
'T hey did juſt Nothing all the Day: 
And having bury'd Children four, 
Wou'd not take Pains to try for more, 
Nor Siſter either had, nor Brother; 


They ſeem d juſt tally d for each other. 


Their Moral and Oeconomy 
Moſt perfectly they made agree: 
Each Virtue kept its proper Bound, 
Nor treſpaſs'd on the other's Ground. 
They neither puniſn'd, nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the Footmen did: 


Her Maids ſhe neither prais'd, nor chid: 


So ev'ry Servant took his Courſe ; 
And bad at firit, they all grew worſe. 
Slothful Diſorder fill'd his Stable; 
And ſluttiſn Plenty deck'd her Table. 
'Fheir Beer was ſtrong; their Wine was Port; 
Their Meal was large; their Grace was ſhort, 
They gave the Poor the Remnant- meat, 
Juſt when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the Church and Pariſh Rate; 
And took, but read not the Receipt: 
For which they claim'd their Sundey's Due, 
Of flumb'ring in an upper Pew, 
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(41 ) 
No Man's Defects ſought they to know 3 ; 
So never made themſelves a Foe. 
No Man's good Deeds did they commend ; 
So never rais'd themſelves a Friend. | 
Nor cheriſh'd they Relations poor: 


That might decreaſe their preſent Store: 


Nor Barn nor Houſe did they repair: 
That might oblige their future Heir, 

T hey neither added, nor confounded : 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 
Each Chriſimas they Accounts did clear ; ; 
And wound their Bottom round the Year, 


Nor Tear, nor Smile did they employ 


At News of publick Grief, or Joy. 

When Bells were rung, and Bonfires made; 3. 
If aſk'd, they ne'er deny'd their Aid: 

Their Jugg was to the Ringers carry'd ; 
Whoever either dy'd, or marry'd, 


Their Billet at the Fire was found; 


Whoever was depos'd, or crown'd. 

Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wiſe ; 
They wou'd not learn, nor cou'd adviſe : _ 
Without Love, Hatred, Joy, or Fear, 

They led a kind of— as it were: 
Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cry'd : 
And ſo They liv'd ; and fo They dy'd, 


A Quv1ztT LIrE and a Goop NAME. 


To a Friend who married a Shrew, 


By Dr. SWIFT, 


ELL ſcolded in ſo loud a Din, 
That Vill durſt hardly venture in: 
He mark't the conjugal Diſpute; 

Nell roar'd inceſſant, Dick ſat mute: 
But, when he ſaw his Friend appear, 
Cry'd bravely, Patience, good my Dear, 
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( 42 ) 
At Sight of Vill ſhe bawl'd no more, 
But hurry'd out and clapt the Door. 
Why Dich!“ the Devil's in thy Nell, 
Quoth Will, thy Houſe is worſe than Hell; 
Why, what a Peal the Jade has rung 


| Damn her, why don't you flit her Tongue? 


For nothing elſe will make it ceaſe 
Dear Vill; ] ſuffer this for Peace: 
I never quarrel with my Wife: 
J bear it for a quiet Life. 
Scripture you know exhorts us to it; 
Bids us to ſeek Peace and enſue it. 

Will went again to viſit Dick ; 
And entring in the very Nick, 
He ſaw Virago Nel. belabour, 
With Dick's own Staff, his peaceful Neighbour : 
Poor Will who needs mult interpole, 
Receiv'd a Brace or two of Blows, 

But now to make my Story ſhort ; 
Will drew out Dich to take a —_— 
Why Dick, thy Wife has dev'liſn Whims ; 
Ods buds, why don't you break her Limbs ? 
If he were mine and had ſuch Tricks, 
I'd teach her how to handle Sticks: 
Z-—ds, I would ſhip her to Jamaica, 
And truck the Carrion for Tobacco ; 
I'd ſend her far enough away— _ 
Dear Will; but what would People fay ? ? 
Lord! I ſhould get ſo ill a Name, 
The Neighbours round would cry out Shame, 
Dick ſuffer'd for his Peace and Credit: 
But, who believ'd him when he ſaid it? 
Can he who makes himſelf a Slave, 
Conſult his Peace, or Credit ſave ? 
Dick found it by his ill Succeſs, 
His Quiet ſmall, his Credit leſs. 
She ſerv'd him at the uſual Rate; 
She itunn'd, and then ſhe broke his Pate, 
And, what he thought the hardeſt Caſe, 
The Pariſh jeer'd him to his Face; 
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Thoſe Men who wore the Breeches leaſt, 
Call'd him a Cuckold, Fool, and Beaſt. 


At Home he was purſu'd by Noiſe; 


Abroad, was peſter'd by the Boys. 
Within, his Wife would break his Bones, 
Without, they pelted him with Stones : 
The *Prentices procur'd a Riding, 
To act his Patience and her Chiding. 
Falſe Patience and miſtaken Pride ! 
There are ten thouſand Dzc#s beſide ; 
Slaves to their Quiet and good Name, 
Are us'd like Dich, and bear the Blame. 


The LaDLE, or the TRIPLE WISI. 
By Mr. PRI OR. 


H E Scepticks think, *twas long ago, 
Since Gods came down Incognito: | 

To ſee who were their Friends or Foes, 
And how our Actions fell or roſe : 
That ſince they gave Things their Beginning; 
And ſet this Whirligig a Spinning; 
Supine They in their Heav'n remain, 
Exempt from Paſſion, and from Pain : 
And frankly leave us Human Elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for ourſelves : 
To ſtand or walk, or riſe or tumble, 
As Matter, and as Motion jumble. 

'The Poets now, and Painters hold 
This Thefis both abſurd and bold: 
And your good-natur'd Gods, They ſay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a- dax: 
Elſe all theſe Things we toil ſo hard in, 
Would not avail one ſingle Farthing : . 
For when the Hero We rehearſe, 
To grace his Actions and our Verſe ; 
Tis not by Dint of Human Thought, 
That to his Latium He is brought; 
{ris deſcends by Fate's Commands, | 
To gaide his Steps thro' Foreign Lands: 


(44) 

And Amphitrite clears the Way 
From Rocks and Quick-ſands in the Sea; 

And if you ſee him in a Sketch, 
(Tho' drawn by Paulo or Carache) 
He ſhows not half his Force or Strength, 
Strutting in Armour, and at Length ; 
That He may take his proper Figure, 
The Piece muſt yet be four Yards bigger: 
The Nymphs conduct him to the Field: 


One holds his Sword, and One his Shield: 


Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his Quarrel : 

And Fame flies after with a Lawrel. 
Theſe Points, I ſay, of Speculation: 

(As 'twere to ſave or ſink a. Nation) 

Men idly learned will diſpute, 

Aſſert, object, confirm, refute: 

Each mighty angry, mighty right, 

With equal Arms ſuſtains the Fight; 

Till now no Umpire can agree em: 

So both draw off, and ſing Te Deun. 

Is it in Equilibria, 

If Deities deſcend or no ? 

Then let th' Affirmative prevail, 

As requiſite to form my Tale: 

For by all Parties tis confeſt, 

That thoſe Opinions are the beſt, 

Which in their Nature moſt ce 

To preſent Ends, and private Uſe. 
Two Gods came therefore from above, 

One Mercury, the t'other Fore : 

The Humour was (it ſeems) to know, 

If all the Favours They beſtow, 


Could from our own Perverſeneſs eaſe Us; 


And if our Wiſh enjoy'd would pleaſe Us. 
Diſcourſing largely on this Theme, 


O'er Hills and Dales their Godſhips came; 


Till well nigh tir'd at almoſt Night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 
Note here, that it as true as odd is, 


That in Diſguiſe a God or Goddeſs 
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| Exerts no ſupernat'ral Powers; 

But acts on Maxims much like Ours; 

| They ſpy'd at laſt a Country Farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and clean, and warm: 
For Woods before, and Hills behind 


Secur'd it both from Rain and Wind: 


Large Oxen in the Fields were low ing: 
Good Grain was ſow'd: good Fruit was growing? 
Of laſt Vear's Corn in Barns great Store: 


Fat Turkeys gobbling at the Door: 


And Wealth (in ſhort) with Peace conſented, 
hat People here ſhou'd live contented : 

But did they in Effect do fo ? 

Have Patience, Friend, and Thou ſhalt know. 
Ihe honeſt Farmer and his Wife, 

Two Years declin'd from Prime of Life, 

Had ſtruggled with the Marriage Noole ; 3 

As almoſt ev'ry Couple does: 

Sometimes, my Plague! ſometimes, my Darling ! 
| Kiffing to Day, to Morrow ſnarling : 

E Jointly ſubmitting to endure 

That Evil, which admits no Cure. 


Our Gods the outward Gate unbarr'd : 


Our Farmer met 'em in the Yard ; 
© Thought they were Fulks that loft their Way; 
And aſk'd them civilly to ſtay: 
Told 'em, for Supper, or for Bed 
They might go on, and be worſe fped. — 
F So ſaid, ſo done: The Gods conſent : 
All three into the Parlour went: 
They compliment: They ſit; They chat; 
Fight o'er the Wars; reform the State; 
A thouſand knotty Points they clear, 
Till Supper and the Wife appear. 

Jowve made his Leg, and kiſs'd the Dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 
TFove kiſs'd the Farmer's Wife, You ſay. 
He did - but in an honeſt Way: 
Oh! not with half that Warmth of Life, 
With which he kiſs'd Amphitryon's Wife. — 
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Well then, Things handſomely were ſerv'd: 
The Miſtreſs for the Strangers cary'd. 

How ſtrong the Beer, how good the Meat, 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat, 
In Epic ſumptuous wou'd appear ; 
Yet ſhall be paſs'd in Silence here : 

For I ſhou'd grieve to have it ſaid, 
That by a fine Deſcription led, 

I made my Epiſode too long, 

Or tir'd my Friend, to grace my Song. 

The Grace-Cup ſcrv'd, the Cloth away, 

FJowe thought it I ime to ſhew his Play: 
Landlord and Landlady, He cry'd, 

Folly and Jeſting laid aſide, 

That ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And <trangers with good Chear receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your Betters, 

And makes e'en Gods themſelves your Debtors, 

To give this Thefis plainer Proof, 

You have to Night beneath your Roof 

A Pair of Gods : (nay never wonder) 5 

This Youth can fly, and I can thunder. 4 

I'm Jupiter, and He Mercurius, | - 

My Page, my Son indeed, but ſpurious. . 

Form then three Wiſhes, You and Madam: : 
And ſure as you already had 'em, 

The Things deſir'd in half an Hour 

Shall all be here, and in your Pow'r. 

Thank ye, great Gods, the Woman ſays; 
Oh ! may your Altars ever blaze, 
A Ladle for our Silver Diſh 
Is what I want, is what I wiſh.— 

A Ladle ! cries the Man, a Ladle 
*Odzooks, Coriſca, you have pray d ill: 
What ſhould be Great, Vou turn to Face; 

I wiſh the Laale in your 4 —. 

Wich equal Grief and Shame my Muſe 

The sequel of the Tale purſues ; 

The Ladle fell into the Room, 
And ſtuck in old Cariſca's Bum. 
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( 47 ) 
Our Couple weep two Wiſhes paſt, 
And kindly join to form the laſt, 

To eaſe the Woman's aukward Fain, 
And get the Ladle out again, 


MOR AL. 


H1S Commoner has Worth and Parts, 
Is prais'd for Arms, or lov'd for Arts: 
His Head achs for a Coronet: 
And who 1s bleſs'd that is not Great ? 

Some Senſe, and more Eftate, kind Heav'n 
Te this well-lotted Peer has giv'n: | 
What then? He muſt have Rule and Sway : 
And all is wrong, till He's in Play. 

The Miſer muſt make up his Plamb, 

And dares not touch the hoarded Sum ; 
The fickly Dotard wants a Wife, 

To draw off his laſt Dregs of Lite 
Againſt our Peace we arm our Will: 
Amidſt our Plenty, Something ſtill 

For Horſes, Houſes, Pictures, Planting, 
To Thee, to Me, to Him 1s wanting. 


Ik! he cruel Something unpolleſs'd 


Corrodes, and leavens all the reſt. | 
'That Something, if we cou'd obtain, 

Would ſoon create a future Pain: | 

And to the Coffin, from the Cradle, 

"Tis all a Vicb, and all a Ladle. 


A beautiful yuung Nymph going to Bed. 
By Dr. Swirr. 


Orinna, Pride of Drury-Lane, 
| or whom no Shepherd ſighs in yain 
Never did vent-Garden boaſt 
99 bright a batter'd ſtrolling Toaſt ; No 
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No drunken Rake to pick her up, 
No Cellar where on Tick to ſup; 
Returning at the Midnight Hour; 
Four Stories climbing to her Bow'r; 
Then ſeated on a three-leg'd Chair, 
Takes off her artificial Hair : 


Now, picking out a Cryſtal Eye, 


She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her Eye-brows from a Mouſe's Hide, 
Stuck on with Art on either Side, 
Pulls off with Care, and firſt diſplays * em 
Then in a Play-book ſmoothly lays 'em, 
Now, dext'rouſly her Plumpers draws, 
That ſerve to fill her hollow Jaws. 
Untwiſt a Wire, and from her Gums 

A vet of Teeth compleatly comes. 

Pull out the Rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby Dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely Goddeſs 
Unlaces next her Steel-ribb'd Bodice ; 

W hich by the Operator's Skill, 

Preſs down the Lumps, the Hollows fill, 
Up goes her Hands, and off ſhe ſlips 

The Bolſters that ſupply her Hips. 

With gentleſt Touch, ſhe next expiores 
Her Shankers, Iſſues, running Sores; 
Effects of many a ſad Diſaſter, 0 
And then to each applies a Plaiſter. 

But muſt, before ſhe goes to Bed, 

Rub off the Daubs of White and Red ; 
And ſmooth the Furrows in her Front, 
With greaſy Paper ſtuck upon't. 

She takes a Bolus ere ſhe ſleeps ; 

And then between two Blankets creeps. 
With Pains of Love tormented lies; 

Or, if ſhe chance to cloſe her Eyes, 

Of Brideauell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the Laſh, and faintly ſcreams ;_ 
Or, by a faithleſs Bully drawn, 
At ſome Hedge-Tavern lies in Pawn; 
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Or, to Jamaica ſeems tranſported, 
* Alone, and by no Planter courted; 
Or near Fleet-Ditch's oozy Brinks, 
Surrounded with a hundred Stinks, 
Belated, ſeems on watch to lye, 
And ſnap ſome Cully paſling by ; 
95 ſtruck with Fear, her Fancy runs 
On Watchmen, Conſtables, and Duns, 
From whom ſhe meets with frequent Rubs z 
But, never from religious Clubs; 
Whoſe Favour ſhe is ſure to find, 
Becauſe ſhe pays them all in Kind. 
Corinna wakes, A dreadful Sight ! 
Behold the Ruins of the Night ! 
A wicked Rat her Plaiſter ſtole, 
Half eat, and drazg'd it to his Hole. 
The Cryſtal Eye, alas, was mitt ; 
And Puſs had on her Plumpers p—ſt. 
A Pigeon pickt her Iſſue Peas | 
And Shock her Treſſes fill'd with Fleas. 
The Nymph, tho' in this mangl'd Plight, 
Muſt ev'ry Morn her Limbs unite. 
But how ſhall I deſcribe her Arts 
To recollect the ſcatter'd Parts ? 
Or ſhew the Anguiſh, Toil and Pain, 
Of gathering up herſelf again? 
The baſhſul Muſe will never bear 


In ſuch a Scene to interfere. 


Corinna in the Morning dizen'd, 


Who ſees will ſpew; who ſmells, be poiſon'd. 


* - Et f Jongam inccmm tata Vidctur 
Tre wiam 


The 


The CURIOUS MAID. 
By HILDEBRAN DO Jacos, E/4; 


Eauty's a gaudy Sign, no more, 
To tempt the Gazer to the Door ; 
Within the Entertainment lies, 
Far off remov'd from vulgar Eyes. 
Thus Chloe, beautiful and gay, 
As on her Bed the Warton lay, 
_ Hardly awake from Dreaming o'er 
Her Conqueſts of the Day before. 

And what's this h:dden Charm ? (ſhe cry ch. 
And ſpurn'd th' embracing Cloaths aſide 
From Limbs of ſuch a Shape and Hue, 

As Titian's Pencil never drew; 
Reſolv'd the Dar Abode to trace, 
Of Female Honour or Diſgrace; 
Where Virtue finds her Taſk too hard, 
And often ſlumbers on the Guard. 

Th' Attempt ſhe makes, and back/cs to 
With all her Might; but *twou'd not do: 
Still, as ſhe bent, the Part requir'd, 

As conſcious of its Shame, retir d. 

What's to be done ? We're all-aground ! 
Some other Method muſt be found 
Water Narciſſus) Face cou'd ſhow, 

And why not Cyloe's Charms below ? 
Big with this Project, ſhe applies 
The Jordan to her Virgin Thighs ; 
But the dull Lake her Wiſh denies. 

What Luck is here? We're foil'd again! 
The Devil's in the Dice, that's plain 
No Cpymiſt e'er was ſo perplex d; 

No jilted Coxcomb half io vex'd ; 

No A whoſe gentle Muſe excells 
At Tunbridge, Bath, or Epſom Wells, 
Ordain d by Phebus' ſpecial Grace, 
To ſing the Beauties of the Place, 


1 « 
* 
I . 7 
} 
84 
a) 
$2 
* * 
"7 . 
LE + 
* p 
17 
1 by 
it N 
1 
1 33 
3 
# > 
1 
ol * . 
a ! 1 
Ys 5 
» ll * 
1 7 
N 
j . 
þ 114 5 
{ 1 
119 
| I MT +4 
J 1 
8 ; 
4 * 
— 11 * 
1 4 4 
1 
4 : 
7 
_— 
in 
: 
4 
78 
1-8 
i 
"7; - 
1 
$i ' 
is | > 
4 x 
; 8 
_— F 
4 7 
: Ws. + 
. 
f 
N „ 
— 

4 I £ 
1 5 
8 
; 4&0 
1:48 
_ - 
a 7 

iJ Fe : 
[8 | 1 * 
; 
= ; 
5 1 : 
13 1 
3 
. ; 
_ 
4 5 17 1 
42. 268 
"= j 
3 
„ 7 
g 
[2 17 
4a na 2 1 
., 
n . v 
+ 
» 7 : 
£ A bd 
185 
a a $5 
„ : 
=_ 5 
; i 
„ 1 : 
J 9 Ll 
; ? i 
„ : 
1 ws. 
| __ - 
1 + * 
32 
98 
$5 
FE. I 
| nM 
4 _ "BW 
« 8 
N ? 
by 1 1 7 
VE 115 
_— 
_— 
1 1 
a $ 17 
=. 
7% | 
4 * 3 
r 
_ 
1 A 2 a 
* . 
1. 0 
.* £8 
_ 
hy N * 
1 . 
[4 *TY 
7 
. 
4 
4 
7: 
* 


2 e — 8 — 
n 
IE 


— — 


— 


PP 
as 2 — 


— 2 —— Fo Los 


— — — a — 
. <tr ä — r = 


_ —_—  — 
* "EY — 
—— 


—— — - — — 2 
. ::: . re”; 
; Or IEA. — — 
K. Wm none —— 


—— — 
— — — c — ** 
1 . ͤ V vo Go ESC Ge : 
T PTY 3 —— 


3 25 
191 
. 
. 
* 
n 
Eg £ 
n 
RH 
x 2 5 : 
N 0 1 
: Ce 
2 i 
24% , 
4 7 
> 
CR 
a+ 
* 
MN. 
— 5 34 
* wn 
8 
2 
4 5 
bw 
: 
% 
gp 
' 8 
Cx 
* 


(31) 


"Fer pump'd, and chaf'd to that Degree, 


To tugg his fav'rite Simile. 

Thus Folks are often at a Stand, 
When Remedies are near at Hand. 
For lo ! the Glaſs—ay, That indeed ! 
Tis Tea to One we now ſucceed ! 
To this Relief ſhe flies amain, 

And ſtraddles o'er the /ining Plain, 
The Hining Plain reflects at large 
All Damon's Wiſh and Chloe's Char ge. 
The Curious Maid, in deep Surprizc, 


On the Grim Feature fix d her Eyes: 


When by Avernus ſacred Flood, 
He ſaw Hell's Portal fring d worth Wood.) 
And is this All, is this (ſhe cry'd) 
Man's great Deſire, and Woman's Pride 
The Spring whence fows the Lover's Pain, 
The Ocean where tis /o/? again, 
By Fate for ever doom'd to prove 
The Nur/iry and Grawe of Lowe ? 
O Thou of die and horrid Mien, 
Always better elt than ſeen / 


(Far leſs amaz'd Aneaàs ſtood, f | 


Fit Rapture for the gloomy Nz2bt, 


O, never more approach the Liebe | ö 
Like other My/i'ries Men adore, 


Be Hid zo be Rever'd the more! 


Hans CARVEL's Rixo, or a Charm arg inſt 


Cuckoldom. A:Tart. 


From LA FonTainE. By Mr. PRIOR, 


ANS Carvel, Impotent and Old, 
Married a Laſs of London Mould + 
Handſome ? enough ; extremely Gay 
Lov'd Muſic, Company, and Play : 
High Flights ſhe had, and Wit at Will: 
And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom ſtill: 
D 2 0 For 
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And would reform, but durſt not blame. 


| ( 52 ) 

For in all Viſits who but She, 

To argue, or to repartee ? 

She made it plain, that Human Paſſion 
Was order'd by Predeſtination; 

That if weak Women went aſtray, 
Their Stars were more in Fault than They: 
Whole Tragedies the had by Heart; 
Enter'd into Roxans's Part: 

To triumph in her Kival's Flood, 

The Action certainly was good. 

How like a Vine young Amon curl'd ; 


Oh that dear Conqu'ror of the World! 


She pity'd Betterton in Age, 

That ridicul'd the God-like Rage. 
She, firſt of all the 'l'own was told, 

Where neweſt India Things were ſold : 

So in a Morning, without Podice, _ 

Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thody's ; 


'To ckeapen Tea, to buy a Screen : 


What elle cou'd ſo much Virtue mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt Reproach, 
Betty went with her in the Coach. 

But when no very great Affair 


Excited her peculiar Care ; 


She, without fail, was wak'd at Ten; 
Drank Chocolate, then ſlept again: 
At Twelve ſhe roſe; with much ado 
Her Clothes were huddl'd on by Two; 


Then, does my Lady dine at home ? 


Yes ſure ; —— but is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to ſpend the Afternoon, 
And not come home again too ſoon ; 
The Change, the City, or the Play, 
As each was proper for the Day ; 
A Turn in Summer to Hyde-Park, : 
When it grew tolerably dark. | # 
Wife's Pleaſure cauſes Huſband's Pain : f 
Strange Fancies come in Hans's Erain : [ 
He thought of what he did not name; 
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At firſt he therefore preach'd his Wife 
The Comforts of a pious Life: 
Told her how tranſient Beauty was; 
That all muſt die, and Fleſh was Graſs: 
He bought her Sermons, Pſalms and Graces; 
And doubled down the uſctul Places, 
But ſtill the Weight of worldly Care 
Allow'd her little FTime for Pray'r : 
And Cleopatra was read o'er, 
While Scot, and Yate, and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one's ſelf, 
Stood unmoleſted on the Shelf. 
An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toilet: 
No fear that Thumb of her's ſhould ſpoil it. 
In ſhort, the i'rade was till the ſame : 
The Dame went out : the Colonel came. 

What's to be done? poor Carve] cry'c: 
Another Batt'r- muſt be try'd : 
What if to Spells I had Recourſe ? 
Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 


The End muſt juſtify the Means: 


He only ſins who [Il intends : 
Since therefore 'tis to combat Evil, 
Tis lawful to employ the Devil. 
Forthwith the Devil did appear ; 
(For name him and he's always near) 
Not in the Shape in which he plies 
At Miſs's Elbow when ſhe lies; 
Or ſtands before the Nurs'ry Doors, 


To take the naughty Boy that roars : 


But without Sawcer Eye or Claw, 
Like a grave Barriiter at Law. 
Hans Carvel, lay aſide your Grief, 
The Devil ſays; I bring Relief. 
Relief? ſays Hans: pray let me crave 
Your Name, Sir. —Satan.—Sir, your Slave; 


J did not look upon your Feet: 


Vou'll pardon me: ——Ay now I ſee't : 

And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell ? 

Our Friends there, did you leave them well ? 
on oY 3 


( 54 ) 
All well: but pr'ythee, honeſt Hans, 
(Says Satan) leave your Complaiſance: 
The Truth is this: I cannot ſtay 
Flaring in Sun- ſhine all the Day: 
For, entre Nous, we Helliſh Sprites, 
Love more the Freſco of the Nights; 
And oft'ner our Receipts convey 
In Dreams, than any other Way. 
I tell you therefore as a Friend, 
Ere Morning dawns, your Fears ſhall end: 
Go then this Evening, Mafter Carwel, 
Lay down your Fowls, and broach your Barrel : 
Let Friends and Wine diſſolve your Care; 
Whilt I the great Receipt prepare: | | 
To Night l'Il bring it by my Faith; 
Believe for once what Satan faith, | 
Away went Hans: glad? not a little; 
Obey'd the Devil to a Tittle; 
Invited Friends ſome half a Dozen, 
The Colonel, and my Lady's Couſin. 
The Meat was ſerv'd ; the Bowls were crown'd ; 
Catches were ſang ; and Healths went round: 
Barbadbes Waters for the Clofe: : 
Till Haus had fairly got his Doſe . 
The Colonel toaſted to the Be : 
The Dame mov'd off, to be undreſt: 
The Chimes went Twelve: the Gueſts withdrew ; 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew, 
Some Modern Anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his Elbow Chair ; 
From thence was carry'd off to Bed: 
John held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 
My Lady was difturb'd : new Sorrow! 
Which Haus muſt anſwer for To- morrow. 
In Bed then view this happy Pair; 
And think how Hymen triumph'd there. 
Hans, faſt aſleep, as ſoon as laid ; 
The Duty of the Night unpaid : 
The waking Dame, with Thoughts oppreſt, 
That made her hate both him and Reſt ; 
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| By ſuch a Huſband, fuch a Wife ! 
1 "Twas Acme's and Septimins Life : 


The Lady ſigh'd: the Lover ſnor'd : 


ere punctual Devil kept his Word: 


Appear'd to honeſt Hans again; 

But not at all by Madam ſeen : 

And giving him a Magick Ring, 

Fit for the Finger of a King; 
Dear Hans, ſaid he, this Jewel take, 
And wear it long for Satan's Sake. 


* will do your Buſineſs to a Hair: 


For long as you this Ring ſhall wear, 

As ſure as I look over Lincoln, 

That ne'er ſhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the Ring with Joy extreme 3 

All this was only in a Dream) 


And thruſting it beyond his Joint, 


"Tis done, he cry'd : I've gain'd the Point, — 
What Point, ſaid ſhe, you ugly Beaſt ? 

You neither give me Joy nor Reſt; 

Tis done.—What's done, you drunken Bear ? 
You've thruſt your Finger G—d knows where. 


The Lour looking for his HEITER. 
ATALE 
By Mr. Coxcreve. 


T fo befel, a filly Swarn, ä 
Had ſought his Heifer long in vain; 
For wanton, She had friſking ſtray'd, 


And left the Lawn to ſeek the Shade. 


Around the Plain He rolls his Eyes, 
Then to the Wood, in Haſte he hies; 
Where ſingling out the talleſt Tree, 
He climbs in Hopes to hear or ſee. 

Anon, there chanc'd that Way to paſs 
A jolly Lad and buxom Laſs :- 
The Place was apt, the Paſtime pleaſant 3 
Occaſion with her Forelock preſent : | 

D 4 The 
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The Gifl agog, the Gallant ready; 
So lightly down he lays my Lady; F 
But fo ſne turn'd, or ſo was laid, 3 
That ſhe ſome certain Charms diſplay d, | 
Which with ſuch Wonder ſtruck his Sight, 
(With Wonder much ; more with Delight) 
That loud he cry'd, in Rapture, What! 
What ſee I, Gods | what ſee I not ! 
But nothing nam'd ; from whence tis gueſs' d, 
' I'was more than well cou'd be expreſs'd. 
_ The Clown aloft, who lent an Ear, 

Strait ſtopt him ſhort, in mid Career: 
And louder cry'd, Ho ! hone/t Friend, 
That of thy ſeeing ſeeſt no End; 
Doft fee the Heifer that [ ſeek ? 


If . pray be ſo kind to ſpear. 


* 


Phrlls; or the Progreſs f Love. 


B Dr. Swirr. 


Elponding Phyllis was endu'd 
With ev'ry Talent of a Prude: 
She trembled when a Man drew near ; 
Salute her and ſhe turn'd her Ear; 
If o'er-againſt her you were plac'd, 
She durſt not look above your Waiſt: 
She'd rather take you to her Bed, 

Thai let you ſee her dreſs her Head : 
In Church you heard her thro' the Crowd, 
Repeat the 4b/o/ution loud; 
In Church ſecure behind her Fan, 
She durſt behold that Monſter Man: 
There practis'd how to place her Head, 
And bit her Lips, to make them red ; 
Or, on the Mat devoutly kneeling, 
Wou'd lift her Eyes up to the Ceiling, 
And heave her Boſom, unaware, 
For Neigh'brivg Beaux to ſee it bare. 


” 7 8 * > x : bs „ n *. * 
. * s : N id * as 1 2 P, bd . : 5 4 . * of * 2 4 — . 2 9 * 4 + a 2 
2 ; 6 ! : Fl 2 . TR, ICs „„ =; : 3 . x 3 TCC MN 
— F $, 3 5 1 n er 12 2 e h/ v . ß 3 RIS From, VEN. 79 7 5 e 
L : 2 ka 7 8 > 2 5 S 2 p o RF ISS rg TT OO RES Wyn > POKER ESI _ e 
6 ” r YES FRE 5 SSS $4 ; FT a A ” 11 K A * , — , : 
a > =; ? $5 r — 0; = . 2a LOVERS 2 5 * 


At 


* * 1 * 
ä 5 $ 1 D 5 
Wc 
D 


ee eee 


ARS 


Ex I IEA 


% ö > . 

ba L 8 of . 
> . vi. 7 3 8 „1 % . 1. I ** * 798 2 N =6 WS? . * = s 3 3 54 By — po 2 - , * 
́V7 Ie OL WIS FE PranR Rd es pg RET Se RY Js CE SS Ee LE ME I Is Er Gp Pena t oe 
wut ih ISLES” RY — 6 e — . 5 Bag OST clas N o — . 2 > 55% 4 we 8 
* , Fas. r WY, N e 3 


57 

At length a lucky Lover came, 
And found Admittance to the Dame. 
Suppoſe all Parties now agreed, 
The Writings drawn, the Lawyer fee'd, 
The Vicar and the Ring beſpoke; 
Gueſs, how cou'd ſuch a Match be broke ? 
See then, what Mortals place their Bliſs in! 
Next Morn, betimes, the Bride was miſſing. 
The Mother ſcream'd, the Father chid; 
Where can this idle Wench be hid ? 
No News of Phy/ ! The Bridegroom came, 
And thought his Bride had ſculk'd for Shame; 
Becauſe her Father us'd to ſay, 
The Girl had ſuch a baſhful May. 

Now John the Butler muſt be ſent, 
To learn the Road that PYylis went. 
The Groom was wiſh'd to ſaddle Crop ; 
For, John muſt neither light, nor ſtop. 
But find her whereſoc'er the ned; © 
And bring her back Alive or Dead. 

See here again the Dev'l to do; 
For, truly, John was miſſing too. 
The Horſe and Pillion both were gone ! 
Phyllis, it ſeems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What Papers Phyl had left behind, 
A Letter on the Toilet ſees, 


To my much honour'd Father —Theſe, 


(Tis always done, Romances tell us, 
When Daughters run away with Fellows) 
Fill'd with the choiceſt Common-Places, 
By others us'd in the like Caſes ; 

* That, long ago; a Fortune-Teller 

85 ExaQly ſaid what now befel her; 

« And in a Glaſs had made her ſee 

A Serving-Man of loau Degree. 

It was her Fate, muſt be forgiven, 
For Marriages were made in Heaven | , 
His Pardon begg'd 3 but to be Plain, 
* She'd do't if "twere to do again, 
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In Chriſtian Juſtice due to 0h. 
Fate put a Period to the Farce, 


For John is Landlord, Phyllis Hoſteſs ; 


(- 68. I 
« Thank God, 'twas zcither 97 ame nor Sin, 
«« For John was come of honeſt Kin. 


„Love never thinks of Rich and Poor, 


« She'd beg with John from Door to Door. 
„Forgive her, if it be a Crime, 


„ She'll never do't azother Time. 


«« She ne'er before in all her Life 

«© Once diſobey'd him, Maid or Wife. 

* Ove Argument ſhe ſumm'd up all in, 1 

% The Thing was done and paſt recalling. 

« And therefore hop'd ſhe ſhou'd recover 

« Bis Favour when his Paffon's over 

„ She valu'd not what others thought her, 

% And was his moſt Obedient Daughter,” 
Fair Maidens all attend the Muſe, 

Who now the wand'ring Pair purſues. 

Away they rode in homely ſort, 

Their Journey long, their Money ſhort 

The loving Couple well bemir'd ; 

'Fhe Horſe and both the Riders tir'd; 

Their Victuals bad, their Lodgings worſe ; 

Phyl cry'd, and 700. began to curſe ; 

Phyl wiſh'd that ſhe had ſtrain'd a Limb, 


When firſt ſhe ventur'd out with him: 


Jobn wilh'd that he had broke his Leg. 
When firſt for her he quitted Peg. 

But what Adventures more befel em, 
The Muſe hath now no Time to tell 'em; 
How Johnny wheadled, threaten'd, fawn'd, 


Till Pyyllis all her Trinkets pawn'd : 
How oft ſhe broke her Marriage Vows, 


In Kindneſs, to maintain her Spouſe, 

Till Swains unwholſome ſpoil'd the Trade; 

For now the Surgeon mult be paid, 1 
To whom thoſe Perquiſites are gone, © 


When Food and Raiment now grew ſcarce, 


And with exact Poetic Juſtice ; 


C59 3 
They keep, at Staines, the Old Blue- Boar, 
Are Cat and Dog, and Rogue and Whore. 


FFC and his Wile, 
| ATA 
3 eise. 


D Eyond the fix' d and ſettl'd Rules 
B Of Vice and Virtue in the Schools, 
Beyond the Letter of the Law, 
Which keeps our Men and Maids in Awe, 
The better Sort ſhould ſet before em 
A Grace, a Manner, a Decorum ; 
Something, that gives their Acts a Light; 
Makes em not only juſt, but bright; 
And ſets them in that open Fame. 
Which witty Malice cannot blame. 
For 'tis in Life, as tis in Painting: 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting. 
From Lines drawn true, our Eyes may trace 
A Foot, a Knee, a Hand, a Face: 
May juſtly own the Picture wrought 
Exact to Rule, exempt from Fault: 
Yet if the Colouring be not there, 
The Titian Stroke, the Guido Air; 
To niceſt Judgment ſnow the Piece; 
At beſt *twill only not diſpleaſe: 
It would not gain on Fer/ey's Eye; 
Bradford would frown, and ſet it by. 
| Thus in the Picture of our Mind 
The Action may be well deſign'd; 
Guided by Law, and bound by Duty; 
Yet want this Je ne ſgay quoy of Beauty; 
And tho' its Error may be ſuch, 
As Knags and Burgeſs cannot hit; 
It yet may feel the nicer Touch 
Of Wcherly or Congreve's Wit, 
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What is this Talk ? replies a Friend, 
Ard where will this dry Moral end? 
The Truth of what you here lay down 
By ſome Example ſhould be ſhown. — 
With.all'my Heart, —for once; read on. 
An honeſt, but a ſimple Pair 
(And Twenty other F forbear) 

May ſerve to make this Tes clear. 

A Doctor of great Skill and Fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his Name, 

Had a good, comely, virtuous Wite : 
No Woman led a better Life : 

She to Intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted: 
She chuckl'd when a Bawd was carted : 


And thought the Nation ne'er would thrive, 


Till all the Whores were burnt alive. 

On marry'd Men that dar'd be bad, 
She thought no Mercy. ſhould be had ;. 
They ſhou'd be hang'd, or ſtarv'd, or flead, 
Or ſerv'd like Romyhb Prieſts in Svege, —= 


In ſhort, all Lewdneſs ſhe defy'd : 


And {tiff was her Parochial Pride. 

Yet in an honeſt Way, the Dame 
Was a great Lover of That ſame ; 
And could from Scrinture take her Cue, 


That Huſbands ſhou'd give Wives their Due. 


Her Prudence did fo juſtly ſteer 


| Between the Gay and the Severe, 


That if in ſome Regards ſhe choſe. 


To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe ; 


In others ſhe relax'd again, 

And govern'd with a looſer Rein. 
Thus tho” ſhe ſtrictiy did confine: 

The Doctor from Exceſs of Wine: 

With Oyſters, Eggs and Vermicelli 

She let him almoſt burſt his Belly: 

Fhus drying Coffee was deny'd; 


But Chocolate that Loſs ſupply'd : 


And for Tobacco (who could bear it ? } 
Filthy Concomitant of Claret ! 
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(Bleſt Revolution !) one might ſee 
Eringo Roots, and Bohea Tea. 

She often ſet the Doctor's Band, | 
And ftroak'd his Beard, and ſqueez'd his Hand 3 
Kindly complain'd, that after Noon 
He went to pore on Fooks too ſoon: 

She held it wholeſumer by much, 
To reſt a little on the Couch 
About his Waiſt in Bed a-nights 


She clung ſo cloſe—for fear of Sprites. 


The Doctor underſtood the Call: 
But bad not always wherewithal. 
The Lion's Skin too ſhort, you know, 


(As Plutarch's Morals finely ſhow) 


Was lengthen'd by the Fox's Tail: 
And Art ſupplies, where Strength may fail, 
Unwilling then in Arms to meet 
The Enemy, he could not beat ;. 
He ftrove to lengthen the Campaign, 
And ſave his Forces by Chicane. 
Fabius, the Roman Chief, who thus 5 
By fair Retreat grew Maximus, 
Shows us, that all that Warrior can do. 
With Force inferior, is Cunde andb. 
One Day then, as the Foe drew near, 


With Love, and Joy, and Life, and Dear ; 
Our Don, who knew this Tittle Tattle 


Did, ſure as Trumpet, call to. Battle; 
Thought it extremely à propos, 

To ward againſt the coming Blow: 

To ward: But how? Ay, there's the Queſtion: 
Fierce the Aſſault, unarm'd the Baſtion. 

The Doctor feizn'd a ſtrange Surpriſe : 
He felt her Pulſe ; he view'd her Eyes ;. 
That beat too faſt : Theſe rowl'd too quick : 
She was, he ſaid, or would be ſick : 

He judg' d it abſolutely good, 

That ſhe ſhould purge and cleanſe her Blood, 
Spaab Waters for that End were got: 

If they paſt eaſily or not, 


What 
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What matters it? The Lady's Fever I 
Continu'd violent as ever. | : 

For a Diſtemper of this Kind, 2 
(Blackmore and Hans are of my Mind,) I 
If once it youthful Blood infects, ; 
And chiefly of the Female Sex; | 3 
Is ſcarce remov'd by Pill or Potion ; 
W kite'er may be our Doctor's Notion. 

One luckleſs Night then, as in Bed 


The Doctor and the Dame were laid; 

Again this cruel Fever came, 

High Pulſe, ſhort Breath, and Blood in Flame. 

What Meaſures ſhall poor Paulo keep 
With Madam in this piteous taking: 

She, like Macbeth, has murder'd Sleep, 

And won't allow him Reſt, tho' waking. | | 
Sad State of Matters! when we dare | 
Nor aſk for Peace, nor offer War ; 

Nor Livy nor Comines have ſhown, 
What in this Juncture may be done. 
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þ Grotius might own, that Paulo's Caſe 1s 
| | Harder than any which he places 
'7Y Amongſt his Belli and his Pacis. 
4 He ſtrove, alas! but ſtrove in vain, 
| | By Dint of Logic to maintain, 
1 'T hat all the Sex was born to grieve, 
| | Down to her Ladyſhip from Ewe. 
$3 He rang'd his Tropes, and preach'd up Patience; | 
N Back'd his Opinions with Quotations, 4 
| Divines and Moraliſts; and run ye on 2 
Quite thro* from Seneca to Bunyan. Þ 


As much in vain he bid her try | 
To fold her Arms, to cloſe her Eye; 


'Telling her, Reſt would do her Good ; | | 
| If any thing in Nature cou'd : 5 1. 
| So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, | 


1 Maſters and Princes of the Calling: 

; So all our Modern Friends maintain 

(Tho' no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 
Reduce, my Muſe, the wand'ring Song: 

A Tale ſhould never be too long. 
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The more he talk'd, the more ſhe burn'd, 
And figh'd, and toſt, and groan'd, and turn'd : 
At la't, I wiſh, faid ſhe, my Dear 
(And whiſper'd {ſomething in his Ear) 
You wiſh! with on, the Doctor cries : 
Lord! when will Womaiikind be wiſe ? 
What, in your Waters? are you mad? 
Why Poiſon is not half ſo bad: 
I'll do it But I give you Warning: 
You'll die before Vo-morrow Morning. 
"Tis kind, my Dear, what you adviſe ; 
'The Lady with a Sigh replies ! 
But Life you know, at belt is Pain: 


And Death is what we ſhould diſdain. 


So do it therefore, and adieu : 

For 1 will die for Love of You.— 

Let wanton Wives by Death be ſcar'd: 
But to my Comfort, I'm prepar'd. 


STREPHON 2nd CHLOE, 
VV! 
"By Dr. Sy ii r. 
F Chloe all the Town has rung; 
By ev'ry Size of Pocts ſung : 


So beautiful a Nymph appears 
But once in twenty thouſand Years : 


By Nature form'd with niceſt Care, 


And, faultleſs to a ſingle Hair. 

Her gracefull Mein, her Shape, and Face: 
Confeſs'd her of no mortal Race : 
And then, ſo nice, and ſo genteel : 
Such Cleanlineſs from Head to Heel : 
No Humours groſs, or frowzy Sceams, 
No noiſom Whiffs, or ſweaty Streams, 
Before, behind, above, below, 

Could from her taintleſs Body flow. 
Would ſo diſcreetly Things diſpoſe, 
None ever ſaw her pluck a Roſe, 
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Her deareſt Comrades never caught her 
Squat on her Hams to make Maid's Water. 
You'd ſwear, that ſo divine a Creature ; 
Felt no Neceſſities of Nature 4 
In Summer, had ſhe walkt the 'Town, 
Her Arm-pits would not ſtain her Gown: 
At Country-Dances, not a Noſe _ 
Could in the Dog-days ſmell her Toes. 
Her Milk-white Hands, both Palms and Backs, 
Like Iv'ry dry, and ſoft as Wax, 
Her Hands, the ſofteſt ever felt, | 
* Tho! cold would burn, tho' dry would melt. 
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Dear Venus, hide this wond'rous Maid, ? 
Nor let her looſe to fpoil your Trade. ? 
While ſhe engroſſeth ev'ry Swain, 5 
But you o'er half the World can reign. 4 


Think what a Caſe all Men are now in, 
What ogling, fighing, toaſting, vowing ! 
What powder'd Wigs ! What Flames and Darts * 
What Hampers full of bleeding Hearts ! 
W hat Sword-knots ! What poetic Strains ! 
What Billet-doux ! and clouded Canes ! 
But, Strephon ſigh'd ſo loud and ſtrong, 
He blew a Settlement along: 
And bravely drove his Rivals down 
With Coach and Six, and Houſe in Town. 
The baſhful Nymph no more withſtands, 
Becauſe her dear Papa commands. [ 
The charming Couple now unites : | 3 
Proceed we to the Marriage Rites. 
Imprimis, at the 'Temple Porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming Torch: 
The ſmiling Cyprian Goddeſs brings 
Her infant Loves with purple Wings: 
And Pigeons billing, Sparrows treading, 
Fair Emblems of a fruitful Wedding. 
The Muſes next in Order follow, 
Conducted by their Squire Apollo: 
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Then Mercury with Silver Tongue, 


663) 


And Hebe, Goddeſs ever young. 

Behold the Bridegroom and his Bride, 

Walk Hand in Hand, and Side by Side; 

She by the tender Graces dreſt, 

But he by Mars, in ſcarlet Veſt. 

Jhe Nymph was cover'd with her“ Flammeum, 
And Phebus ſung the Epithalamium. 

And, laſt, to make the Matter ſure, 

Dame Juno brought a Prieſt demure. 

+ Luna was ablent, on pretence 
Her Time was not till Nine Months hence. 
The Rites perform'd, the Parſon paid, 

In State return'd the grand Parade ; 

With loud Huzza's from all the Boys, 

That, now the Pair muſt crows their Joys. 
But ſtill the hardeſt Part remains. 

Strephon had long perplex'd his Brains, 

How with ſo high a Nymph he might 

Demean himſelf the Wedding-Night: 

For, as he view'd his Perſon round, 

Meer mortal Fleſh was all he found: 

His Hand, his Neck, his Mouth, and Feet, 

Were duly waſht to keep them ſweet; 

(With other Parts that ſhall be nameleſs, 

The Ladies elſe might think me ſhameleſs.) 

The Weather and his Love were hot ; 

And ſhou'd he ſtruggle, I know what— . 


Why let it go, if I muſt tell it—- 


He'll ſweat, and then the Nymph may ſmell it; 
While ſhe a Goddeſs dy'd in Grain 

Was unſuſceptible of Stain: 

And, Venus like, her fragrant Skin 

Exhal'd Ambroſia from within: 

Can ſuch a Deity endure 

A mortal human Touch impure ? 


How 


* A Veil which the Roman Brides covered themſelves 
with, when they were going to be married, 


+ Diana, Goddeſs of the Midwives, 
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How did the humble Swain deteſt 
His prickled Beard, and hairy Breaſt! 


His Night cap, bordered round with Lace, 


Could give no Softneſs to his Face. 
Vet, if the Goddeſs could be kind, 
What endleſs Raptures muſt he find! 
And, Goddeſſes have now and then 
Come down to viſit mortal Men: 

To viſit and to court them too: 

A certain Goddeſs, God knows who, 
(As in a Book he heard it read) 

Took Col'nel Peleus to her Bed. 

But, what if he ſhould loſe his Life 
By vent'ring on his heav'nly Wife ? 
For, Strephon could remember well, 
That, once he heard a School- boy tell, 
How 8 of mortal Race, 

By Thunder dy'd in Zove's Embrace: 
And, what if daring Streß hon dies 
By Lightning ſhot from CHlec's Eyes ? 

While theſe Reflections fill'd his Head, 
The Bride was put in Form to Bed; 
He follow'd, ſtript, and in he crept, 
But, awfully his Diſtance kept. 

Now: Ponder wwell ye Parents dear; 
Forbid your Daughter guzzling Beer: 
And, make them ev'ry Afternoon 
Forbear their Tea, or drink it ſoon; 
That, ere o Bed they venture up, 
They may diſcharge it ev'ry Sup: 

If not ; they mutt in evil Plight 

Be often forc'd to riſe at N. ight. 
Keep them to wholeſoine i ood confin'd, 
Nor let them taſte what cauies Wind; 
(*Tis this“ the Sage of $ 2:45 means, 
Forbidding his Diſciples cans) 

O, think wha Evils muſt & ſue; 

Miſs Mall the = will burn it blue: 


* 4 avell- known Precept of Pythagoras, 
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Ard when ſhe once has got the Art, 

She cannot help it for her Heart 

But, out it flies, ev'n when ſhe meets 
The Bridegroom in the Wedding-Sheets. 
+ Carminative and I Diuretich, | 
Will damp all Paſſion Sympathetick : 
And, Love ſuch Nicety requires, 

Cne Blaſt will put out all his Fires. 
Since Huſbands get behind the Scene, 
The Wife ſhould ſtudy to be clean; 

Nor give the ſmalleſt Room to gueſss 
The Time when Nature wants to preſs ; 
But, after Marriage practiſe more 
Decorum than ſhe did before 

To keep her Spouſe deluded ſtill, 

And make him fancy what ſhe will. 

In Bed we left the married Pair: | 
'Tis Time to ſhew how Things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told, 

That Fortune till aſſiſts the Bold, 
Reſolv'd to make his firſt Attack: 
But, Chloe drove him fiercely back. 


| 2 How could a Nymph ſo chaſte as Chloe, 


With Conſtitution cold and ſnowy, 
Permit a brutiſh Man to touch her ? 
Ev'n Lambs by Inſtinct fly the Butcher. 


| Reſiſtance on the Wedding-Night 


Is what our Maidens claim by Right : 
And, Chloe, tis by all agreed, | 
Was Maid in Thought, in Word, and Deeds 
Yet ſome aſſign a diff rent Reaſon ; | 
That Strephon choſe no proper Seaſon. 

Say, Fair Ones, muſt I make a Pauſe ? 
Or freely tell the ſecret Cauſe. | 


Twelve Cups of Tea, (with Grief I ſpeak) 


Had now conftrain'd the Nymph to leak. 
This Point muſt needs be ſettled firſt: 


The Bride muſt either void or burſt, 


+ Medicines to break Wind. 
4 Medicines to provoke Urine, 


Then 
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Which oft attends that luke-warm Stream; 


Then ſee the dire Effect of Peaſe, | | ? J. 
Think what can give the Cholick Eaſe. | [4 T} 
The Nymph oppreſt before, behind, Ca 
As Ships are toſt by Waves and Wind, O. 
Steals out her Hand, by Nature led, = Fx 
And brings a Veſſel into Bed: A. 
Fair Utenſil, as ſmooth and white Fi 
As Chloc's Skin, almoſt as bright. N 
Strephon, who heard the fuming Rill H 
As from a moſſy Clift diſtil; A 
Cry'd out, Ye Gods, what Sound is this? W 
Can Chloe, heav'nly Chloe p—ſs ? N 


But when he {melt a noiſom Steam 


(Salerro both together joins 


As ſov'reign Med' cines for the Loins) | = 
And, tho” contriv'd, we may ſuppoſe, 3D 
To ſlip his Ears, yet ſtruck his Noſe: 2 Wi 
He found her, whilſt the Scent increas'd, | 7 by 
As mortal as himſelf at leaſt, 1 F 
But, ſoon with like Occaſions preſt, = BE 
He boldly ſent his Hand in queſt II 
(Inſpir'd with Courage from his Bride) 0 
To reach the Pot on t'other Side. = 
And as he fill'd the reeking Vaſe, . I. 
Let fly a Rowzer in her Face. f V 
The little Capids hov'ring round, EI 
(As Pictures prove) with Garlands crown'd, 2 B 
Abaſh'd at what they ſaw and heard, 2 C 
Flew off, nor ever more appear'd. E 
Adieu to raviſhing Delights, 1 
High Raptures, and romantick Flights ; 2 
To Goddeſſes ſo heav'nly ſweet, iy \ 
Expiring Shepherds at their Feet; 11 
To filver Meads and ſhady Bow'rs, = KL 
Dreſt up with Amaranthin Flow'rs. | 4 | 
| How | 
* Vide Schol. Salern. Rules of Health, written by the 
School of Salernum. 


Mingere cum bumbis res eft ſaluberrima lumbis. 
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How great a Change! how quickly made! 
They learn to call a Spade, a Spade. 
ra ſoon from all Conſtraint are freed ; 
Can ſee each other a» their Need 


On Box of Cedar fits the Wife, 

1 And makes it warm for Dear 5 Life. 
And, by the beattly way of Thinking, 
| Find great Society in Stinking. 

Now, Strephon daily entertains 

Elis Ch/ce in the homelieſt Strains: 
And, Ch/ce more expericac'd grown, 


| ef Int'reſt pays him back his own. 


o Maid at Court is lef; aſham'd, 


Howe er for ſelling Bargains fam' d, 


O 


Than ſhe, to name her Parts behind, 
Or, when a bed, to let out Wind. 


Fair Decency, celeſtial Maid, 


Deſcend from Heav'n to Beauty s Aid: 
Tho' Beauty may beget Deſire, 
Tiis thou muſt fan the Lover's Fire: 
For, teauty, like lupreme Dominion, 
ls beſt ſupported by Opinion: 
If Decency bring no Supplies, 


Opinion falls, and Geauty dies. 


To ſee ſome radiaut N ymph appear 


In all her glitt'ring Birtn day Gear, 
Vou think ſome Soddeſs from the Sky 
Deſcended, ready cut and dry: 

But, ere you ſell yourſelf to aughter, 
| Confider well what may come after ; ; 


For fine Ideas vaniſh faſt, 


While all the groſs and filthy laſt. 


O Strephon, ere that fatal Day 


When Cloe ſtole your Heart away, 
Had you but thro' a Cranny ſpy'd 
On Houſe of Eaſe your future Bride, 
3 In all the Poſtures of her Face, 


Which Nature gives in ſuch a Caſe ; ; 
| Diſtortions, Groanings, Strainings, Heavings 3 
| tTwere better you had lickt ber Leavings, 


Than 


— 
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Than from Expericnce find too late 
Your Goddeſs grown a filthy Mate. 
Your Fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you ſaw, and what you ſmelt ; 
Would ſtill the ſame Ideas give ye, 
As when you ſpy'd her on the Privy. 
And, ſpight of Ch/ze's Charms divine, 
Your Heart had been as whole as mine. 
Authorities both old and recent 
Direct that Women mult be decent; 
And from the Spouſe each Blemiſh hide 
More than from all the World beſide. 

Unjuſtly all our Nymphs complain, 
Their Empire holds fo ſhort a Reign ; 
Is after Marriage loft. ſo ſoon, 

Tt hardly holds the Honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they caught, 
It is entirely their own Fault, 
They take Poſſeſſion of the Crown, 

And then throw all their Weapons down: 
Tho' by the Politician's Scheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at Pow'r ſupreme, 
Thoſe Arts by which at firſt they gain it, 
They ſtill muſt practiſe to maintain it. 

What various Ways our Females take, 
To paſs for Wits before a Rake 
Ind in the fruitleſs Search purſue 
All other Methods but the true. 

Some try to learn polite Zehaviour, 
By reading Books againft their Saviour : 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On ev'ry natural Defect : 

Some ſhew they never want explaining, 
To comprehend a double Meaning: 
But ſure a Tell-tale oat of School, 

Is of all Wits the greateſt Fool: 

Whoſe Rank Imagination fills 

Her Heart, and from her Lips diſtills: : 
You'd think ſhe utter'd from behind, 


Or at her Mouth was breaking Wind. 
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Why is a handſome Wife ador'd 
By ev'ry Coxcomb, but her Lord: 
From yonder Puppet-man enquire, 
Who wiſely hides his Wood and Wire : 
Shews 5heba's Queen compleatly dreſt, 
And Solomon in Royal Veſt; 
But, view them litter'd on the Floor, 
Or ſtrung on Pegs behind the Door; 
Punch is exactly of a Piece 
With Lorrain's Duke, and Prince of Greece, 

A prudent Builder ſhould forecaſt 
How long the Stuff is like to laſt ; 


And, carefully obſerve the Ground, 


To build on ſome Foundation ſound: 

What Houle, when its Materials crumble, 

Muſt not inevitably tumble ? 

W hat Edifice can long endure, 

Rais'd on a Baſis unſecure ? 

Raſh Mortals, ere you take a Wife, 

Contrive your Pile to laſt for Life: 

Since Beauty ſcarce endures a Day, 

And Youth ſo ſwiftly glides away 

Why will you make yourſelf a Bubble 

To build on Sand, with Hay and Stubble? 
On Senſe and Wit your Paſſion found, 

By Decency cemented round ; 

Let Prudence with Good-nature ſtrive, 

To keep Efteem and Love alive. 

Then, come Old-age whene'er it will, 

Your Friendſhip ſhall continue {till : 

And thus a mutual gentle Fire, 

Shall never but with Life expire. 


* 
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| To a Youns Gentleman in Love. 
lil A TALE 
£y Mr. P RIOR, 


\Rom public Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſy Ills of Life, 
Jake me, my Coe, to thy Breaſt, 
And lull my wearied Soul to Reſt. 
For ever, in this humble Cell, 
Let Thee and I, my Fair Oce, dwell ; 
None enter elſe, but Lowe and He 
Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 
To painted Roofs and ſhining Spares, | 5 
{Uneaſy Seats of high Deſires,) 8 
Let the unthinking Many croud, | 5 
; That dare be Covetous and Proud; -— 
In Golden Bondage let them wait, 9 
And barter Happinels for State: | 
But oh ! My Cloe, when thy Swain 
bil | Defires to ſee a Court again, - 2 
5 May Heav'n around this deſtin'd Head | 


9 The choiceſt of its Curſes ſhed : | 
0 To ſum up all the Rage of i ate 5 
{ In the Two Things 1 dread and hate, N 
3 May'ſt thou be Falſe, and I be Great. 1 
[ Thus, on his C/ce's panting Breaſt, 
bl Fond Celadon his Soul exprett ; - } 
Y While wita Delight the lovely Maid 1 
Wl! | Receiv'd the Vows, ſhe thus repaid. F 
A Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, 1 
„ Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth! Bp 
L| All that cou'd &er be counted mine, | Fo 
* My Love and Life long ſince are Thine; . 
A Ser Joy I never knew, 12 
"Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true ) + 
| A real Grief I ne'er can find, 
Till thou prov'ſt perjur'd or unkind, JE 
On- 
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Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 

All we abhor, and all we fear, 

Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can bear ; 

Thro' Waters and thro' Flames I'll go, 

Suff rer and Solace of thy Woe ; 

Trace me ſome yet unheard-of Way, 

That I thy Ardour may repay : 

And make my conſtant Paſſion known, 

By more than Woman yet has done. 
Had I a Wiſh that did not bear 

The Stamp and Image of my Dear, 

I'd pierce my Heart thro' ev'ry Vein, 

And die to let it out again. 

No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 

(If Venus ever lov'd like me,) 

That for one Hour I wou'd not quit 

My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 

To be the Perfan Mouarch's Bride, 

Partner of all his Power and Pride : 


Or rule in Regal State above, 
Mother of Gods, and Wife of Jove. 


O happy theſe of human Race ! 


4 


hut ſoon, alas! our Pleaſures paſs, 
He thank'd her on his bended Knee, 
Ihen drank a Quart of Milk and Tea 
And leaving her ador'd Embrace, 
HFHaſten'd to Court to beg a Place, 

; While ſhe his Abſence to bemoan, 
Ihe very Moment he was gone, 

| 2 Call'd Thyr/is from beneath the Bed, 
2 Where all this Lime he had been hid. 


| M O. R A . 
Nhilſt Men have theſe Ambitious Fancies, 


And wanton Wenthes read R:mances, 


Our Sex will H hat? out with it: Lie: 
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And Theiss in equal Strains reply. 
The Moral of the Tule I fing, 

(A Pop for a Wedding Ring,) 

In this ſbort Verſe avill be confin'd, 
Love is a Jeſt, and Vows are Wind. 
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A Fairy Tarr, in the antient Engliſh Style. 
By Dr. PARNELIL. 


N Britain's Ifle, and Arthur's Days, | 
When Midnight Faeries dauns'd the pit 
Liv'd Edavin of the Green; 3 
Edwin, I we's a gentle Youth, 
Endow'd with Courage, Senſe, and Truth, 
Tho' badly ſhap'd he been. | 


His Mountain Back mote well be ſaid | 9 
To meaſure Height againſt his Head, 1993 
And lift itſelf above: = 
Vet ſpight of all that Nature did 
1'o make his uncouth Form forbid, 

This Creature dar'd to love. 


He felt the Charms of Edith's Eyes, 

Nor wanted Hope to gain the Prize, 
Cou'd Ladies look within; 

But one vir Topaz dreſs'd with Art, 

And, if a Shape cou'd win a Heart, 
He had a Shape to win. 


Edwin (if right I read my Song) 

With flighted Paſſion pac'd along 
All in the Moony Light : 

*T'was near an old enchanted Court, 

Where ſportive Facries made Reſort 
To revel out the Night, 


His Heart was drear, his Hope was croſs'd, 
Twas late, *twas far, the Path was loſt 
That reach'd the N eighbour 'Town ; 
With weary Steps he quits the Shades, 
Reſolv'd the darkling Dome he treads, 
And drop his Limbs adown. 


But ſcant he lays him on the Floor, 
When hollow Winds remove the Door, 
A Trembling rocks the Ground : 
And (well I weea to count aright) 
At once an hundred Tapers light 
On all the Walls around, 


e 
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Now ſounding Tongues aſſail his Ear, 
Now ſounding Feet approachen near, 

And now the Sounds encreaſe, : 
And from the Corner where he lay 
He ſees a Train profuſely gay 
Come prankling o'er the Place, 


But (truſt me Gentles ! ) never yet 
Was dight a maſking half ſo neat, 
Or half ſo rich before; 
The Country lent the ſweet Perfumes, 
The Sea the Pearls, the Sky the Plumes, 
The Town its ſilken Store. 


Now whilſt he gaz'd, a Gallant dreſt 
In flaunting Robes above the reſt, 
With awfull Accent cry'd ; 
What mortal of a wretched Mind, 
Whoſe Sighs infect the balmy Wind, 
Has here preſum'd to hide ? 


At this the Suan, whoſe vent'rous Soul 

No Fears of Magick Art controul, 
Advanc'd in open Sight; 

Nor have I Cauſe of Dreed, he ſaid, 

Who view (by no Preſumption led) 
*« Your Revels of the Night. 


« "Twas Grief, for Scorn of faithful Love, 
* Which made my Steps unweeting rove 
Amid the nightly Dew.“ 
'Tis well, the Gallant cries again, 
We Faeries never injure Men 
Who dare to tell us true. 


| Exalt thy love-dejected Heart, 
Be mine the Taſk, or ere we part, 
To make thee Grief reſign ; 
| Now take the Pleaſure of thy Chaunce; 


Whilſt I with Mab my Pariner daunce, 
Be little Mable thine. 


1 He 
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He ſpoke, and all a ſudden there 

Light Muſick floats in wanton Air: 
The Monarch leads the Queen: 

The reſt their Faerie Partners found, 

And Mable trimly tript the Ground 
With Edwin of the Green. 


The Dauncing paſt the Board was laid, 


And ſiker ſuch a Feaſt was made 


As Heart and Lip defire ; 
Withouten Hands the Diſhes fly, 
The Glaſſes with a Wiſh come nigh, 

And with a Wiſh retire, 


But now to pleaſe the Faerie King, 

Full ev'ry Deal they laugh and ſing, 
And antick Feats deviſe ; 

Some wind and tumble like an Ape, 

And other-ſome tranſmute their Shape 
In Edwrn's wand'ring Eyes. 


"Till one at laſt that Robin hight, 
(Renown'd for pinching Maids by Night) 
Has hent him up aloof ; 


And full againſt the Beam he flung, 
Where by the Back the Youth he hung 


'To ſpraul unneath the Roof. 


From thence, ** Reverſe thy Charm, he cries, 


And let it fairly now ſuffice 

« The Gambol has been ſhewn.““ 
But Oberon anſwers with a Smile, 
Content thee, Edwin, for a while, 
| The Vantage is thine own.” 


Here ended all the phantome Play ; 
They ſmelt the freſh Approach of Day, 
| And heard a Cock to crow ; 


The whirling Wind that bore the Crowd 


Has clap'd the Door, and whiſtled loud 
To warn them all to go, 
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Then ſcreaming all at once. they fly, 
And all at once the Tapers die; 

Poor Eaavin falls to Floor; 
Forlorn his State, and dark the Place, 
Was never Wight in ſike a Caſe 

Through all the Land before, 


But ſoon as Dan Apollo roſe, 
Full jolly Creature home he goes, 
He feels his Back the leſs ; 
His honeſt Tongue and Ready Mind 
Had rid him of the Lump behind 
Which made him want Succets, 


With luſty Livelyhed he talks, 
He ſeems a dauncing as he walks, 
His Story ſoon took Wind; 
And beauteous Eath ſees the Youth, 
Endow'd with Courage, Senſe and 8 
Without a Bunch behind. 


The Story told, sir 7 epaz mov'd, 


(The Youth of Editb erſt approv'd) 


To ſee the Revel Scene: 


At Cloſe of Eve he leaves his Home, 


And wends to find the ruin'd Dome 
All on the gloomy Plain, 


As there he bides it ſo befell, 


The Wind came ruſtling down a Dell, 
A Shaking ſeiz'd the Wall: 

Up ſpring the Japers as before, 

The Faeries bragly foot the Floor, 
And Muſick fills the Hall, 


But certes ſorely ſunk with Woe 
Sir Topax ſees the Elphin DOE's 

His Spirits in him die : 
When Oberon cries, A Man is near, 
A Mortal Paſſion, deeped Fear, 
HFangs flagging in the Sky.” 
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With that Sir Topaz (hapleſs Youth ! ) 
In Accents fault'ring, ay for Ruth 
Intreats them Pity graunt ; 
For als he been a Miſter Wight 
Betray'd by wand'ring in the Night 
To tread the circled Haunt ; 


« Ah Lonel vile, at once they roar ! 
«« And little ſkill'd of Faerie Lore, 
& 'Thy Cauſe to come we know: 
« Now has thy Keſtrel Courage fell; 
« And Faeries, fince a Lie you tell, 
Are free to work thee Woe.” 


'The Will, who bears the wiſpy Fire 
To trail and Swains among the Mire, 
The Caitive upward flung ; 
There like a Tortoiſe in a Shop 
He dangled from the Chamber-top, 
Where whilome EadrZoin hung. 


The Revel now proceeds apace, 
Deffly they friſk it o'er the Place. 
They ſit, they drink, and eat: 
The Time with frolick Mirch beguile, 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 
Till all the Rout retreat. 


By this the Stars began to wink, 

They ſkriek, they fly, the Tapers ſink, 
And down ydrops the Knight. 

For never Spell by Faerie laid _ 

With ſtrong Enchantment bound a Glade 

s Beyond the Length of Night. 


Chill, dark: alone, adrecd, he lay, 
Till up the Welkin roſe the Day, 
The deem'd the Dole was o'er; 
Nut wot ye well his harder Lot? 
His ſeely Back the Bunch has got 
Which Edeævin loſt atore, 
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For Men in diſtant Regions roam 
Jo bring politer Manners home. | 
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This Tale a Syb:i/-Nur/e ared; 
She ſoftly ſtrok'd my youngling Head, 
And when the Tale was done, 
„Thus ſome are born, my Son (ſhe cries) 
& With baſe Impediments to riſe, 
And ſome are born with none. 


„ But Virtue can itſelf advance 
& To what the fav'rite Fools of Chance 
« By Fortune ſeem'd defign'd ; 
& Virtue can gain the Odds of Fate, 
« And from itſelf {haxe off the Weight 
pon th' unworthy Mind,” 


The Mox k EY who had ſeen the World. 


K F A B IL. E. 
By My. Gav. c | 


| i 
Monkey, to reform the Times, | 
Reſolv'd to viſit foreign Climes ; | 
| 


So forth he fares, all Toil defies : 
Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. 

At length the treach'rous Snare was laid, 
Poor Pug was caught, to Town convey'd, 
There ſold ; (How envy'd was his Doom, 
Made Captive in a Lady's Room |! ) 

Proud as a Lover of his Chains, 

He Day by Day her Favour gains, 
Whene'er the Duty of the Day, 

The Toilette calls; with mimick Play 
He twirls her Knots, he cracks her Fan, 
Like any other Gentleman. 

In Viſits too his Parts and Wit, 

When Jeſts grew dull, were ſare to hit. 
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Proud with Applauſe, he thought his Mind 


In ev'ry courtly Art refin'd ; 
E 4 Like 
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Like O- pheus burnt with publick Zeal, 
To civilize the Monkey Weal; 
So watch'd Occaſion, broke his Chain, 
And ſought his native Woods again. 

The hairy Saus round him preſs, 
Aſtoniſh'd at his Strut and Dreſs, 
Some praiſe his Sleeve, and others glote 


Upon his rich embroider'd Coat, 
His dapper Perriwig commending 


With the black Tail behind depending, 


His powder'd Back, above, below, 


Like hoary Froſts, or fleecy Snow; 
But all, with Envy and Deſire, 
His fluttering Shoulder-Knot admire. 
Hear and improve, he pertly cries, 
J come to make a Nation wile ; | 
Weigh your own Worth; ſupport your Place, 
The next in Rank to human Race. 
In Cities long J paſs'd my Days, 
Convers'd with Men, and learnt their Ways; 
Their Dreſs, their courtly Manners fee 3 
Reform your State, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive ? In Flatt'ry deal, 
Your Scorn, your Hate, with that conceal 3 
Seem only to regard your Friends, 


But uſe them for your private Ends, 


Stint not to Trath the Flow of Wit, : 

Be prompt to lye, whene'er tis fit; 

bend all your Force to ſpatter Merit; 

Scandal is Converſation's Spirit; 

Boldly to every thing pretend, 

And Men your Talents ſhall commend; 

I knew the Great. Obſerve me right, 

So ſhall you grow like Man polite. 
He ſpoke and bow'd, with mutt'ring Jaws 

The wond'ring Circle grinn'd Applauſe, 
Now warm with Malice, Envy, Spite, 

J heir moſt obliging Friends they bite; 

And fond to copy human Ways, 

Practiſe new Miſchiefs all their Days, 
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Thus the dull Lad, too tall for School, 
With Travel finiſhes the Fool, 
Studious of every Coxcomb's Airs, 
He drinks, games, dreſſes, whores and ſwears, 
O'erlooks with Scorn all virtuous Arts, 
For Vice is fitted to his Parts. 


Tim and the Fans, | By Dr. SWIFT, 


Occaſioned by the preceding F ABLE of Mr. G TAY: 


Y Meaning will be beſt unravell'd, 
M WW hen I premiſe that Tim has travelld. 
In Lucas's by chance there lay 
The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. 


Jim ſet the Volume on a Table, 


Read over here and there a Fable, 
And found, as he the Pages twirl'd, 
The Monkey who had ſeen the World : 
(For Tonſor had, to help the Sale, 


Prefixt a Cutt to every 'Tale.) 


The Monkey was completely dreſt, 

The Beau in all his Airs expreſs'd. 

Tim, with Surprize and Pleaſure ſtaring, 

Ran to the Glaſs, and then comparing 

His own ſweet Figure with the Print, 

Diſtinguiſh'd every Feature in't, 

The Twiſt, the Squeeze, the Rump, the Fidge and alt, 
Juſt as they look'd in the Original, 


By —— ſays Tim (and let a Ft) 
This Graver underſtood his Art; 


Tis a true Copy, I'll ſay that for't, 


I well remember when J ſat for't ; 


My very Face as firſt I knew it, 
Juſt in this Dreſs the Painter drew it. 
Tim, with his Likeneſs deeply ſmitten, 
Would read what underneath was written, 
The merry Tale with Moral grave. 
He now began to ſtorm and rave; 
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Than that grey Cloth—which 1 call blues 
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„ The curſed Villain! now I ſee 
«© This was a Libel meant at me; | 
«© Thoſe Scribblers grow ſo bold of late 
« Aoainſt us Miniſters of State! 
„ Such Facobites as he deſerve: 9 
«© Demme, I ſay, they ought to ſtarve, F 
Dear Jim, no more ſuch angry Speeches, 
Unbutton, and let down your Breeches, 
Tear out the Tale and wipe your A—, 
I know you love to act a Farce. 


Frugal ADVICE 10a CA AN. 
Familiarized in the Manner of Dr. SWIFT. | 


Vis fieri liber? mentiris, Pontice, non vis, &c. 


Maxr. Ep. 53.1. 2. 


ARSON ! *tis falſe ; I'll ne'er believe 1 
You value Freedom, as you live: | 

You hug your Chains, and cut your Jokes 
On us, poor independent Folks. 
But wou'd you then indeed be free ? 
Come; I'll preſcribe—avzhout a Fee. 

Firſt then, *tis plain you love to eat, 
And haunt the Tables of the Great: | 5 
You ſhun the Man, and think him poor, 1 
That cannot give you * Four and Four.“ : 
Indeed, my Friend, this muſt ot be; I 
A Paraſite can ne'er be free. 1555 T 

Next, Doctor, you muſt drink no Wine * 
Ch. Why ſo? St. Paul, that great Divine, B 
Says, Drink a little.” — F. That's not the Queſtion 3 LY 
You cann't afford it. Ch. But for Digeſtion— 2 
F. 3 Glaſs of Cyder, or old Mead, 17 
Or ev'n mild Ale will do the Deed. 3 

Then, you're a Captain in your Dreſs; 12 
A good black Frize would coft you leſs; 3 
And look more venerable too, 
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Talk what you pleaſe, you'll ne'er be free, 
If you deſpiſe Oeconomy. 

Perhaps too, you may think a Wife 
Amongſt the Requiſites of Life. 
* Why, take ſome healthy, Farmer's Daughter, 
Some Blouſelind—nray, {pare your Laughter : 
She'll mend your Shirts, inſpect your Brewing— 
A Lady, Sir, wou'd be your Ruin, 

Your Pars'nage-Houſe, I own, is mean; 
But, ſee ! that fragrant Jeſfamine 
See! how that Wood- bine round the Door, 
And Latteſs blooms What wou'd you more? 
Oh! Doctor, cou'd you but deſpiſe 


Life's pompous Superfluities ; 


Cou'd you but learn to live content 

With what indulgent Heaven has ſent ; 
Whate'er your Lot, you'd live more free 
+ Than any Prince in—Germany.— 


An EPISTLE from S. J. Eſj; in the Coun- 
TRY, to the Right Hon. the Lord LovE- 


LACE in TOWN, | 
Written in the Year 1735. | 

N Days, my Lord, when Mother Time, 
Theo” now grown old, was in her Prime, ; 
When SATURN firſt began to rule, 'Y 
And Jove was hardly come from School, | N 
How happy was a Country Life n | 
How free from Wickedneſs and Strife! | ö 


Then each Man liv'd upon his Farm, 
And thought and did no Mortal Hari ; 
On moſiy Banks fair Virgins ſlept, 

As harmleſs as the Flocks ey kept; fa 
Then 


— 


* Fi plebeia Venus gemixc tibi vincitur aſe, The Ori- 
ginal preſcribes an Amuſement, which is not quite ſo de- 
cent in a C Aergyman. 
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Then Love was all they had to do, 


And Nymphs were chaſte, and Swains were true, 


But now, whatever Poets write, 
Tis ſure the Caſe is alter'd quite, 
Virtue no more in rural Plains, 
Or Innocence, or Peace remains; 
But Vice is ia the Cottage found, 
And Country Girls are oft unſound ; 
Fierce Party-rage each Village fires, 
With Wars of Juſtices and *Squires ; 
Attorneys, for a Barley Straw, 
Whole Ages hamper Folks in Law; 
And ev'ry Neighbour's in a Flame 
About their Rates, or Tythes, or Game: 
Some quarrel for their Hares and Pigeons, 
And ſome for Diff rence in Religions: 
Some hold their Parſon the beſt Preacher, 
The Tinker ſome a better Teacher; 


—— 


Theſe to the Church they fight for, Strangers, 


Have Faith in nothing but her Dangers ;. 

While thoſe, a more believing People, 
Can ſwallow all things but a Steeple. 

But I, my Lord, who, as you know, 

Care little how theſe Matters go, 

And equally deteſt the Strife 

And uſual Joys of Country Life, 

Have by good Fortune little Share 

Of its Diverſions, or its Care 

For ſeldom I with Squires unite, 

Who hunt all Day, and drink all Night; 

Nor reckon wonderful inviting, 

A Quarter ſeflions, or Cock- fighting: 

But then no Farm I occupy, | 

With Sheep to rot and Cows to dye; 

Nor rage I much, or much deſpair, 

'Tho' in my Hedge I find a Snare; 

Nor view I, with due Admiration, 

All the high Honours here in Faſhion 

The great Commiſſions of the Quorum, 

Terrors to all who come b 3fore'em ; 
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* Militia Scarlet, edg'd with Gold, | 
Dr the white Staff High- ſheriffs hold; | 
Ihe Repreſentative's careſſing, 

The Judge's Bow, the Biſhop's Bleſſing. 
Nor can { for my Soul delight 

In the dull Feaſt of neighb'ring Knight, 
Who, if you ſend three Days before, 

In white Gloves meets you at the Door, 
With Superfluity of breeding 

> Firſt makes you ſick, and then with . 
Dr if with Ceremony cloy'd, 
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> You wou'd next Time ſuch Plagues avoid, 
| 4 And viſit without previous Notice, 
| Jon, Jonx, a Coach II can't think who tis, 
My Lady cries, who ſpies your Coach, 


Ere you the Avenue approach ; 

Lord, how unlucky !—Waſhing-dayv ? 

And all the Men are in the Hay ! 

Entrance to gain 1s ſomething hard, 

'The Dogs all bark, the Gates are barr'd ; | 
The Yard's with Lines of Linen croſs'd, | | 
I he Hall-door'slock'd, the Key is loſt ; | | 


þ * N , 
222 Bee ne og I ANTE. AIP IIs 
e eee 


> Theſe Difficulties all o' ercome, 
Mie reach at Length the Drawing room, 
Ihen there's ſuch Trampling over- head, ; 
Madam you'd ſwear was brought to bed; 
Mis in a Hurry burſts her Lock, 
4 ns * | 
I 0o get clean Sleeves to hide her Smock ; | |; 
2? The Servants run, the Pewter clatters, | 
My Lady dreſſes, calls, and chatters, | 
The Cook-maid raves for want of Butter, | 
Pigs ſqueak, Fowls ſcream, and Green Geeſe utter. | 
> Now after three Hours tedious waiting, | 
On all our I\eighbours Faults debating, | 


And having nine times view'd the Garden, 
In which taere's nothing worth a Farthing, 
In comes my Lady, and the Pudden : 
You will excuſe, Sir,—on a ſudden—- 
Then, that we may have Four and Four, 
The Bacon, Fowls, and Colly-flow'r 
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Their ancient Unity divide, I 
'The Top one graces, one each Side ; 
And by and by the ſecond Courſe 
Comes lagging like a diſtanc'd Horſe ; 
| A Salver then to Church and King, 
| The Butler ſweats, the Glaſſes i | b 
0 The Cloth remov'd, the Toaſts go round, | 
1 | Bawdy and Politicks abound ; | 
1 And as the Knight more tipfy WAXES, | 
1 We damn all Miniſters and Taxes. 
0 At laſt the ruddy Sun quite ſunk, 
1 1 [ The Coachman tolerably drunk, 
1 Whriling o'er Hillocks, Ruts, and Stones, 
1 Enough to diſlocate one's Bones, 
i We home return, a wond'rous Token 
1 Of Heaven's kind Care, with Limbs unbroken. 
Fl Afflict us not, ye Gods, tho' Sinners, | 
„ With many Days like this, or Dinners! 
- 143 But if Civilities thus teaze me, 1 
Hi Nor Buſineſs, nor Diverſions pleaſe me, 13 
1 You'll aſk, my Lord, how Time I ſpend 7 
1 I anſwer. with a Book, or Fnend' © {0+ -: 
47% | The circulating Hours dividing, 
1 *Twixt Reading, Walking, Eating, Riding; 35 
1788 But Books are ſtill my higheſt Joy, 
1 Theſe earlieſt pleaſe, and lateſt cloy. 
1 Sometimes o'er diſtant Climes I ſtray, 
1 By Guides experienc'd taught the Way 3 3 
| The Wonders of each Region view, | 
From frozen LAPLAN D to PERU; 4 
Bound o'er rough Seas, and Mountains bare, 13 
Yet ne' er forſake my Elbow Chair. | 
Sometimes ſome fam'd Hiſtorian's Pen. 


Recalls paſt Ages back again, 

Where all I ſee, through every Page, 

Is but how Men with ſenſeleſs Rage 
Each other rob, deſtroy, and burn, 

Jo ſerve a Prieſt's, or Stateſman's [urn ;. 
'Tho' loaded with a diff'rent Aim, 

Yet always Aiſles much the ſame, 


Some 
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Spend an inglorious Country Life; 
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Sometimes I view with much Delight, 
Divines their holy Game-cocks fight ; 
Here Faith and Works at Variance ſet, 
Strive hard wo ſhall the Vict'ry get; 


Preſbytery and Epiſcopacy 


There fight ſo long, it would amaze ye: 

Here Free-will holds a fierce Diſpute 

With Reprobation abſolute ; 

There Senſe kicks Tranſubſtantiation, | 
And Reaſon pecks at Revelation. | ; 
With learned NEwToN now | fly 

O'er all the rolling Orbs on high, 

Viſit new Worlds, and for a Minute 

This old one ſcorn, and all that's in it: 

And now with labouring 5oyLE I trace 

Nature through ev'ry winding Maze, 


The latent Qualities admire 


Of Vapours, Water, Air, and Fire; 


With pleaſing Admiration ſee 


Matter's ſurpriſing Subtlety; 

As how the ſmalleſt Lamp diſplays, 

For Miles around, its ſcatter'd Rays; 
Or how (the Caſe ftill more t' explain) 
* A Fart, that weighs not half a Grain, 
The Atmoſphere will oft perfume 


Ol a whole ſpacious Drawing- room. 


Sometimes I pais a whole long Day 

In happy Indolence away, 

In fondly meditating o'er 

Paſt Pleaſures, and in hoping more : 

Or wander through the Fields and Woods, 


And Gardens bath'd in circling Floods, | 
There blooming Flow'rs with Rapture view, . | 
And ſparkling Gems of Morning Dew, A | 


Whence in my Mind Ideas riſe | 
Of CLIA's Cheeks, and CHToz's Eyes. 
"Tis thus, my Lord, i, free from Strife, 


Theſe. | | 


* Sce Boyle's Experiments, 
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Theſe are the Joys I ſtill purſue, 
When abſent from the Town and you ; 
Thus paſs long Summer Suns away, 
Buſily idle, calmly gay ; 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor, 
Not having much, or wiſhing more ; 


Except that you, when weary grown 


Of all the Follies of the Town, 

And ſeeing, in all publick Places, 

The ſame vain Fops and painted Faces, 
Wou'd ſometimes kindly condeſcend 

To viſit a dull Country Friend : 

Here you'll be ever ſure to meet 

A hearty Welcome, tho' no Treat, 

One who has nothing elſe to do, 

But to divert himſelf and you: | 

A Houſe, where Quiet guards the Door, 
No rural Wits ſmoak, drink, and roar ; 
Choice Books, ſafe Horſes, wholeſome Liquor, 
Clean Girls, Backgammon, and the Vicar. 


The Two BEAVERS. A FagLe, 
[y the Rev. Mr. Duck.] 


7 Were well, my Friend, for human Kind, 
Would ev'ry Man his Bus'neſs mind; 
In his own Orbit always move, 
Nor blame, nor envy thoſe aboye, 
A Beaver, well advanc'd in Age, 


By long Experience render'd ſage, 


Was ſkill'd in all the uſeful Arts, 
And juſtly deem'd a Beaſt of Parts; 
Which he apply'd (as Patriots ſhou'd) 
In cultivating publick Good 

This Beaver on a certain Day, 


A friendly Viſit went to pay 


To a young Couſin, pert and vain, 
Who often rov'd about the Plain: 


Witn ev'ry idle Beaſt conferr'd, 


Hearing, and telling what he heard, 
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The vagrant Youth was gone from home, 
When th' ancient Sage approach'd his Dome; 
Who each Apartment view'd with Care, 

But found each wanted much Repair, 

The Walls were crack'd, decay'd the Doom, 
The Corn lay mouldy on the Floors; 

Thro' gaping Crannies ruſh'd amain 

The bluſt'ring Winds with Snow and Rain, 
The Timber all was rotten grown, 
In ſhort, the Houſe was tumbling down. 
The gen'rous Beaſt, by Pity ſway'd, 


Griev'd to behold it thus decay'd ; 


And while he mourn'd the tatter'd Scene, 
The Maſter of the Lodge came in. 

The firſt Congratulations o'er, 
They reſt recumbent on the Floor 
When thus the young conceited Beaſt 


His 'Thoughts impertinent expreſs'd. 


I long have been ſurpriz'd to find, 
The Lion grown ſo wond'rous kind 
To one peculiar Sort of Beaſts, 

While he another Sort deteſts; 

His royal Favour chiefly falls 

Upon the Species of Jack-alls ; 

They ſhare the Profits of his Throne, 
He ſmiles on them, and them alone. 
Mean while the Ferret's uſeful Race 
He ſcarce admits to ſee his Face 
Traduc'd by Lies and ill Report, 
They're baniſh'd from his regal Court, 
And counted, over all the Plain, 
Oppoſers of the Lion's Reign. 

Now I conceiv'd a Scheme laſt Night, 
Would doubtleſs ſet this Matter right : 
Theſe Parties ſhould unite together; 
The Lion partial be to neither, 

But let them both his Favours ſhare, 
And both conſult in Peace and War, 
This Method (were this Method try'd) 
Would ſpread politick Baſis wide, 


And 
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And on a Bottom broad and ſtrong, 
Support the ſocial Union long 
But Uncle, Uncle, much 1 fear, 
Some have abus'd the Lion's Ear; 
He liſtens to the Leopard's Tongue; 
That curſed Leopard leads him wrong. 
Were he but baniſh'd far away 


You don't attend to what I ſay ! 


Why really, Couz, the Sage rejoin'd, 
The Rain and Snow, and driving Wind, 
Beat thro' with ſuch prodigious Force, 

It made me deaf to your Diſcourſe, 

Now, - Couz, were my Advice purſu'd, 


(And ſure I mean it for your Good) 


Methinks you ſhould this Houſe repair ; 
Be this your firſt and chiefeſt Care. 


Your Skill the Voice of Prudence calls 


To ſtop theſe Crannies in the Walls, 

And prop the Roof before it falls. 

Tf you this needful Taſk perform, 

You'll make your Manſion dry and warm 
And we may then converſe together, 
Secure from this tempeſtuous Weather. 


CONTENTMENT. 


[By the Same]. 


Arewell aſpiring Thoughts, no more 
My Soul ſhall leave the peaceful Shore, 
To fail Ambition's Main; 
Fallacious as the Harlot's Kiſs, 
You promiſe me uncertain Bliſs, 
And give me certain Pain, 


A beauteous Proſpect firſt you ſhew, 
Which ere ſurvey d, you paint anew, 
And paint it wond'rous pleaſant : 

This in a Third is quickly loſt ; 
Thus future Good we covet moſt, 
But ne'er enjoy the preſent, 
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Deluded 
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Deluded on from Scene to Scene, 
We never end, but ſtill begin, 


= By flatt'ring Hope betray'd ; 
I' 'm weary of the painful Chace, 
9 Let others run this endleſs Race 
i. To catch a flying Shade, 
Vet others boaſt their uſeleſs Wealth 
> Havel not Honeſty and Health? 
| 1 Which Riches cannot give: 
VL.et others to Preferment ſoar, 
And, changing Liberty for Pow'r, 
1 In Golden Shackles live. 
> Tis time, at length, I ſhould be wiſe, 
* ?Tis time to ſeek ſubſtantial Joys; 
i Joys out of Fortune's Pow'r : 
> Wealth, Honours, Dignities, and Fame, 
Are Toys the blind capricious Dame 
7 Takes from us ev'ry Hour. 
Come, conſcious Virtue, fill my Breaſt, 
And bring Content, thy Daughter, dreſs'd 
3 In ever-ſmiling Charms: 
Let ſacred Friendſhip too attend; 


A Friendſhip worthy of my Friend, 
1 Such as my LLius warms. 
With theſe I'll in my Boſom make 
A Bulwark Fortune cannot ſhake, 
Tho? all her Storms ariſe ; 
Look down and pity gilded Slaves, 
: Delſpiſe Ambition's giddy Knaves, 
And wiſh the Fools were wiſe. 
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SONNET. By Mr. E—. 


Fliely; O , enjoy the preſent Hour, 
| The preſent Hour is all the Time we have, 
High God the reſt has plac'd beyond our Pow'r, 
Conſign'd, perhaps, to Grief—or to the Grave. 


Wretched 
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( 92) 
Wretched the Man, who toils Ambition's Slave: 
Who pines for Wealth, or ſighs for empty Fame ; ; 
Who rolls in Pleaſures which the Mind deprave, 
Bought with ſevere Remorſe, and guilty Shame. 


Virtue and Knowledge be our better Aim ; 
Theſe help us Ill to bear, or teach to ſhun ; 
Let Friendſhip cheer us with her gen'rous Flame, 
Friendſhip, the Sum of all our Joys in one : 
So ſhall we live each Moment Fate has giv'n; 

How long, or ſhort, let us reſign to Heav'n, 


NaTure and FoRTUx E. To the Earl * 
CHESTERFIELD, 


Ature and Fortune blith and gay, 
{ To paſs an Hour or two, 
n frolick Mood agreed to play 
At“ What ſhall this Man do?“ 


Come, I'Il be Judge then, Fortune cries, 
And therefore muſt be blind ; 

Then whip'd a Napkin round her Eyes, 
And ty'd it faſt behind. 


Nature had now prepar'd her Liſt 


Of Names on Scraps of Leather, 
Which roll'd, ſhe gave them each a Twiſt, 
And huſled them together. 


Thus mix'd, whichever came to hand, 
She very ſurely drew; 

Then bade her Siſter give Command, 
For what that Man ſhould do. 


Twould almoſt burſt ones Sides to hear, 
What ſtrange Commands ſhe gave; 

That C ſhould the Laurel wear, 
And C——e an Army have. 


At length when Sanhope's Name was come, 
Dame Nature ſmil'd and cry'd, | 

Now tell me, Siſter, this Man's Doom, 
And what ſhall him betide ? 
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(93) 
That Man, ſaid Fortune, ſhall be one 
Bleſs'd both by you and me :— 
Nay, then, quoth Nature, let's have done 
Siſter, I'm ſure you ſee. 


A Modern V I SI T. 
By S—me J--ny—ns, E/; 


\ Rap at the Door; when forth from her Chair 
Flounces Madam, bedizen'd with much Coſt and 
5 SEE. f 

John, is not that Coach, which ſtands at that Door, 

he Dutcheſs of Bajto's ?—Nay, it is, | am ſure; 

Therefore ſtep to her Houſe, (it is ſcarcely a Mile, 

And ſay I'm hard-by, and have ſent you the while 

To know if her Grace 1s at home, and alone, 

And if my Lord Whiſtle to Flanders be gone; 

And don't you forget to aſk after Jannet, 

2 Her favourite Dog—and be back in a Minute. 
Then up Stairs ſhe ſtamps, and bawls out aloud, 
I hope, Sir, your Lady has not got a Croud; 

If ſhe has—Oh ! my Dear, what, quite all alone ? 

Why ſure ev'ry Mortal 1s gone out of Town ? 


I thought I ſhou'd never have ſeen you again. 


Have you heard of the News that's juſt come from Spain? 
They ſay the Queen's dead; — and 'tis certain the K ing 
Will march back to his Convent ;—and that till the Spring 
The Camp will not form. I ſome way feel very odd 
Do you know for a ruth that our King goes abroad? 
And ſo Mrs. Cibber's return'd to the Stage! 
I wiſh the Directors wou'd Handel engage.— 
I'm quite in a Rapture with {weet Montichelli:.— 
I wonder what's come of poor, dear Farnell; ! 
He ne'er will return, I very much fear. 
Oh! pray have you ever ſeen Garrick play here? 
Pray give me Permiſſion to mend up your Fire, === — 
Lord! how ſtrangely I look : But have you heard from 
the Squire ; : 
Since 
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Since he went out of Town ? — You ſeem grave, Lady 
Betty 

T think Green and Gold upon Slippers looks pretty 

Of Damaſk, or Velvet, which beſt do you like ? —— 

Oh! my Nephew at laſt is to carry a Pike. 

J thought laſt Night's Party wou'd never have ended; 

From ſuch ſtupid Mortals may I be defended ! 

Did you mind how ſhe look'd when I ſaid ſhe renounc'd, 

And how, when the Rubber was over, ſhe flounc' 12 

I thought my good Lady, as it then was ſo late, 

Might have had the good Manners to have aſk'd us to 
eat ;— 

And her Siſter, for Breeding ſo vaſtly admir'd. 

But where little is given, there's little requir d. — 

I'm ſure thoſe that mind them have but little to do.. 

By the way, how goes Matters twixt Be//mour and you? 

I thought, long ere this, to have given you Joy: 

Now really, my Dear, I think you're too coy. 

I'll ſwear he's the handſomeſt Man in the World. 

Lord ! a. e Hair, my dear Child, is moſt frightfully 
cur] 

But here comes more People; my Deareſt, adieu: 

I hope I ſhall fee you, when FO: have nought elſe to do. 


4 SIMILE. 


Aqguam memento rebus in arduis 
Serware mentem; non ſecus in bonis 
Ab inſolenti temperatam 

Letitia 


HEN the loud Waves in Mountains riſe, 
And Tempeſts mingle Seas and Skies; 
The dauntleſs Sailor plies his Oar, | 
Bounds o'er the Surge, and gains the Shore. 


But if a ſmooth alluring Breeze 
Invites to tempt the faithleſs Seas; 
He truſts not to the flattering Gale, 
But wiſely furls the flowing Sail. 
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So when harſh Fortune low'rs her Brow, 
With Courage wait th'impending Blow; 


From the firm Breaſt her Darts rebound, 
While Coward Slaves lament the Wound. 


If then the ſmiling Wanton pours 
Upon thy Head her Golden Show'rs ; 
Watch ev'ry Motion of thy Mind, 
And keep the riſing Joy confin'd. 


The SPELL. By Geo. STeyxey, Eſq; 


Hene'er I wive, young Strephon cry'd 
Ye Pow'rs that o'er the Nooſe preſide ! 

Wit, Beauty, Wealth, and Humour give, 
Or let me till a Rover live: 
But if, all theſe no Nymph can ſhare, y 
And I'm predeſtin'd to the Snare, 
Let mine, ye Pow rs! be doubly fair. 

Thus pray'd the Swain in Heat of Blood, 
While Cupid at his Elbow flood ; 
And twitching him, ſaid, Youth be wiſe, 
Aſk not Impoſhbilities : | 
A faultleſs Make, a manag'd Wit, 
Humour and Fortune never met: 
But if a Beauty you'd obtain, 


Court ſome bright Ph;//;5 o'the Brain; 


The dear Idea long enjoy, 
Clean is the Bliſs, and will not cloy. 


But truſt me, Youth, for I'm ſincere, 


And know the Ladies to a Hair; 
Hos e'er ſmall Poets whine upon it, 
In Madrigal, and Song, and Sonnet; 
Their Beauty's but a Spell to bring 
A Lover to th' inchanted Ring, 


Ere the Sack-Poſlet is digeſted, 


Or half of Hymen's Taper waſted, 
The winning Air, the wanton Trip, 


The radiant Eye, the Velvet Lip, 


From which you fragrant Kiſſes ſtole, _ 
And ſeem'd to ſuck her ſpringing Soul.— 


Theſe, 
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Theſe, and the reſt, you doted on, 
Are nauſeous or inſipid grown; 

The Spell diſſolves, the Cloud is gone, 
And Sachariſſa turns to Joan. 


On CONTENT. 


Leſs'd he that with a mighty Hand, 
Does bravely his own Fate command; 
Whom threat'ning IIls, and flattering Pleaſures find, 
Safe in the Empire of a conſtant Mind, 
Who from the peaceful Beach deſcries, 
Repining Man in the World's Ocean toſs'd, 
And with a chearful Smile defies 

The Storm, in which the Difcontented's loſt, 


Content, thou beſt of Friends, for thou 
In our Neceſſities art ſo, 
Midſt all our Ill a Bleffing ftill in Store, 
Joy to the Rich and Riches to the Poor 
Thou Chymick Good, thou can'ſt alone, 
From Fate's mol poiſonous Drugs, rich Cordial raiſc: 
Thou trueſt Philoſophick Stone, 
That turn'ſt Life's melancholy Droſs to golden Days, 


Content, the Good, the Golden Mean, 
The ſafe Eſtate that ſits between 


The ſordid Poor, and miſerable Great, 


The humble Tenant of a rural Seat. 
In vain we Wealth and Treaſure heap ; 

He *'midſt his thouſand Kingdoms {till is poor, 
That for another « rown does weep ; 

*Tis only he is Rich, that wiſhes for no more. 


Hence, Titles, Marors and Eſtate ; 
Content alone can nate us Great; 
Content is Riches, Honour, all beſide : 
While the French Hero with inſatiate Pride, 
A fing e Empire does diſdain ; 
While, ſtill he's Great, and ſtill would Greater be: 
On the leaſt Spot of Earth I reign. 
A happier Man, and mightier Monarch far than hee 


I beg 


6 


I beg good Heaven, with juſt Deſires, 
W hat Need, not Luxury, requires ; 
Give me with ſparing Hands, but moderate Wealth, 
A little Honour, and enough of Health ; 
Life from the buſy City free, 
Near ſhady Groves, and purling Streams confin'd, 
A faithful Friend, a pleaſing She, 
And, to give all in one, give a contented Mind. 


Tell me no more of glorious Things, 

Of Crowns, of Palaces and Kings ; 
The glittering Folly nobly I contemn, 
And ſcorn the Trouble of a Diadem. 

Thus Horace for his Sabine Seat 
Did mighty Cæſar's ſhining Court refuſe ; 
And, in himſelf, compleatly Great, 
Contentedly enjoy'd a Miſtreſs and a Muſe, . 


The COUNTER SCUFFLE, 


E T that majeſtick Pen that writes 
Of brave King Artbur and his Knights, 
And of their noble Feats and Fights ; 
And thoſe who tell of Mice and Frogs, 
And of the Skirmiſhes of Hogs, 
And of fierce Bears and Maſtiff Dogs, 
| bel ent. 


And now let each one liſten well, 
While I the famous Battle tel], 
In Wood/treet-Counter that befell, 
in Hi, þ Lent. 


In ͤ which great Scufic only twain, 
Without much Hurt or being lain, . 
Immortal Honour did obtain 1 
by Merit: 1 
One was a Captain in Degree, 
A ſtrong and luſty Man was he; 
T'other a Tradeſman bold and free 
of Spirit. 
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(98) 
And though he was no Man of Force, 
He had a Stomach like a Horſe, 
And in his Rage had no Remorſe 
or Pity. 
Full nimbly could he cuff and clout, 
And was accounted without Doubt, 


One of the prettieſt Sparks about 
tae City. 


And at his Weapon any Way 
He could perform a ſingle Fray, 
Even from the long Pike to the Fay- 
_ for's Bodkin. 


He reckt not for his Fleſh a Jot, 
He fear'd not Exgliſoman nor cot, 
For Man or e car'd he not 


a Dodkin. 


For Fighting was his Recreation, 
And like a Man in Deſperation, 


F or Oy Edie, or Froclamation 
he car'd not. 


And in his Anger (Cauſe being given) 
To lift his Hand 'gainſt good Sir Stephen, 


Or any Juſtice under Heaven 
he fear'd not. 


He durſt his Enemy withſtand, 
Or at Tergoo: or Calis-Sand, 


And bravely there with Sword in Hand 
would greet him. 


And noble Ellis was his Name, 
Who 'amongſt his Foes to purchaſe Fame, 


Not cared though the Devil came 
to meet him. 


And this brave Goldſmith was the Man, 
Who ſerſt this worthy Brawl began, 


Which after ended in a Cann 
of Mild Beer, 


4 

\ 

= 

5 . 
7 

2 


1. 


Whoſe hungry Maws no Sallads need 


(Their Stomachs too being ſtrong and good] 
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But had you ſeen him when he fought, 
How eagerly for Blood he ſought, 
'There's no Man but would have him thought 


a wild Bear. 


Imagine now you ſee a Score 
Of Mad-Cap Gentlemen, or more, 
Boys that did ule to roiſt and roar, 
and ſwagger; 'K 
Among the which were three or four, 
That ruPd themſelves by Wiſdom's Lore, 
Whoſe very Grandſires ſcarcely wore 
a Dagger. 
A Prieft and Lawyer, Men well read 
In wiping Spoons and chipping Bread, 
And falling to—ſhort Grace being ſaid, 
full roundly; 


Good Appetites therein to breed, 
Their Stomachs without Sauce could feed 
profonndly. 
"Twas ill that Men of ſober Diet, 
Who lov'd to fill their Guts in Quiet, 
Were plac'd with MN that to riot 
were given. 
And 0 great Grief !) even from their Food 


And that ſweet Place Wherebn it 0 d, 
be dri, iV en. 

But here tis fitting I repeat 
What Food our dainty Priſoners eat; 
But if in placing of tlie Meat | 

| and Diſhes, 
From curious Order T do {werve 
"Tis that themſelves did none obſerve, 
For which! nor F le ih they did deſerve, 
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But ſome perhaps) will ſay that Lene 
Affords them not what here is meant; 


So much, ſo good; and that they went 
without it: 


'Tis like: But if I add a Diſh, 
Or twain, or three, of Fleſh or Fiſh, 


They either had, or did it wiſh, 
ne'er doubt it, 


Then wipe your Mouths, while I declare 
The Goodneſs of this Leuten Fare, 
Which is in Priſon very rare, 

I tell ye. 


Furmity, ſwee' as any Nut, 


As good as ever ſwill'd a Gut, 


And Butter ſw-eet as e' er was put 
2x" belly. 


E2gs, by the Dozen, new and good, 
Which, in white Salt, uprightly ſtood, 


And Meats which heat and ſtir the Blood 


to Action ; 
As butter'd Crabs, and Lobſters red, 


Which {end the married Pair to Bed, 


And in looſe bloods have ofien a 
a Faction. 


Fiſh butter'd to the Platter's Frim, 
And Parinips did in Butter ſwim, 


Strew'd o'er with Pepper neat and trim ; 
Salt Salmon | 


| Smeles cry'd, come eat me, do not ſtay; 
| Frehh-Cod, and Maids, full neatly lay; 


And next to theſe a luſty Ba- 


con Gammon, 


Stuck thick with Cloves upon the Back, 
Well ſtuft with Sage, and for the Smack, 


yy ſirew'd with Pepper black. 
Sous d Gurnet, 
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Pickrell, Sturgeon, Tench, and Trout, 
Meat far too good for ſuch a Rout, 
To tumble, toſs, and throw about, 

and ſpurn it. 


The next a Nea#'s-Tongue neatly dry'd, 
Muſtard and Sugar by his Side, 


Roaches butter'd, Flounders fry'd, 


hot Card; 


Eels boil'd and broil'd; and next they bring 

Herring, that is the Fiſhes King, 

And then a courtly Poul of Ling 

| a 6 and Muſtard. 

But ſtay, I had almoſt forgot 

The Hleth which &.1} ſtauds piping hot, 

Some from the Spit, ſome from the Pot 
new taken : 


A Shoulder and a Leg of Mutton, 
As good as ever Knite did cut on, 
Which never were by a true Glutton 

| oY forſaken, 
A Loin of Yeal that would have dar'd 
One of the hungrieſt of the Guard ; 
And they ſometimes will feed full hard, 

| like tall Men, 


And ſuch as love the 4% Chine ; 

But when that I ſhall ſup or dine, 

God grant they be no Guefts of mine, 
of all Men, 


Thus the Deſcriptions are compleat, 
Which I have made of Men and Meat, 
Mars aid me now while I repeat 

the Battle, 


Where Pots and Stools were us'd as Gins 
To break each others Heads and Skins, 
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Where Blows did make Bones in their Shins 


to rattle : 
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{202 
Where Men to Madneſs never ceas'd, 
Till each one (furious as a Beaſt) 
Had ſpoil'd the Faſhion of a Feaſt 
| full dainty : 
Whereon (had they not been accurs'd) 
They might have fed 'till Bellies burſt ; 


But Ellis ſhew'd himſelf the worſt 


of twenty, 
For he began this monſtrous Brawl, 
Which afterward incens'd them all 
To throw the Meat about the Hall 
that Even. 


'T hat fell between theſe Men of War, 
Wherein ſo many a harmleſs Scar 
was given. 


The Board thus furniſn'd, each Man ſate, 


Some fell to feeding, ſome to prate, 


Mong whom a jarring Queſtion ſtrait 


was riſen : 
For they grew hotly in Diſpute, 
What Calling was of moſt Repute; 
Twas well their Wits were ſo acute 
| in Priſon, 
While they diſcours'd, the Parſon blithe 


Fed as he meant to have the i ythe 


Of every Diſh, being ſharp as Scythe 
in Feeding: 
But Haſte had almoſt made him choke 
Or elſe (perhaps) he would have ſpoke 
In praiſe of his long thread bare Cloak 


and Breeding. 


But after a deliberate Pauſe, 

The Lawyer ſpoke, as he had Cauſe, 

In Commendation of the Laws 
| Profeſſion: 
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The Law (quoth he) by a juſt Doom 
Doth cenſure all that to it come, 


And ſtill defends the Innocent from 
Oppreſſion. 


It favours Truth, it curbs the Hope 


Of Vice; it gives Allegiance Scope, 
Provides a Gallows and a Rope 
for Treaſon: 
This doth the Law, and this is it 
Which makes us here in Priſon ſit, 
Which grounded is on Holy Writ 
and Reaſon : 
To which all Men muſt ſabject be, 
As we by daily Proof do lee, 
From higheſt to the low'ſt Degree; 
| the Scholar, © 
Noble, and Rich: It doth ſubdue 
The Soldier and his ſwaggering Crew, 
But at that Word the Captain grew 
in Choler. 


He look'd full grim, and at firſt Word 

Rapt out an Oath that ſhook the Board, 

And ſtruck his Fiſt, that the Sound roar'd 
like Thunder ; 


Tt made all ſkip that ſtood him near, 

The frighted Caſtard quak'd for fear, 

And thoſe that heard it, ſtricken were 
with Wonder. 


Nought did he now but frown and puff, 

And having ſtar'd and ſwore enough, 

Thus he began in Language rough : 
8 Thou cogging 


Baſe foyſting Laavyer, that doſt ſet 


Thy Mind on nothing but to get 
Thy Living by thy damned Pet- 
N tifogging; 
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( 104 ) 
A Slave, that ſhall for Half a Crown, 
With Buckram Bag, and daggled Gown, 
Wait like a Dog about the Town, 
and follow 
A Buſinefs on the Devil's Part 
For Fees, though not with Law nor Art, 
But Head as empty as thy Heart 
is hollow. 
You ſtay at home and pocket Fees, 
While we abroad our Blood: do leeſe, 
And then with ſuch baſe Terms as theſe 
you Wrong us. 


But, Lawyer, it is ſafer far 


For thee to prattle at a Bar, | 
Than once to ſhew thy Face 1 'th' War 
among us. 


Where to defend ſuch thankleſs Hinds 


The Soldier little Quiet finds, 


But 1s expos'd to ſtormy Winds 
and Weathers ; 


And oft in Blood he wades full deep, 
Your Turoats from foreign Swords to keep, 


And wakes when you ſecurely ſleep 


in Featheis. 


What could your Lœaus and Statutes do 


Againſt Invaſions of a Fee, 
Did not the valiant Soldier g9 
to quell *em ? 


And ſo prevent your further Harms, 


With Enſign, Fife, and loud Alarms 
Of warlike Drum, by Force of Arms 
repell 'em ? 


Your Treſpaſs Action will not ſtand, 

For ſetting Foot upon your Land, 

When they in ſcorn of your Command 
come hither ; 
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No Remedy in Couris of Paul's, 


In Common Pleas, or in the Rolls, 


For jouling of your Fobbernouls 
together. 


Wer't not for us thou Sewad (quoth he) 
Where wou'd'ſt thou fog to get a Fee ? 
But to defend ſuch T hings as thee 

tis pity : 
For ſuch as thou eſteem us leaſt, 
Who ever have been ready preſt 
To guard you, and the Cuckoe's Neſt, 

your City. 


That very Word made Ellis ſtart, 
And all his Blood ran to his Heart ; 
He ſhook, and quak'd in every Part 


with Anger: 


He look'd as if nought might aſtwage 
The Heat of his enflamed Rage ; 
His very Countenance did preſage 
ſome Danger. 


A Cucioe's Neſt ! quoth he; and ſo 
He humm'd, and held his Head full low, 
As if dittracted Thoughts did o- 


v erpreſs him, 


At length, quoth he, My Mother ſaid, 
At Briflow ſhe was brought a-bed, 
And there was Ellis born and bred, 
(God bleſs him.) 


of London City I am free, 
And there I firſt my fe did ſee, 
And for that very Cauſe, quoth he, 
J love it: 


And he that calls it Cackett s Neſt, 


| Except he ſays he ſpeaks in Jeſt, 


He is a Villain and a Beaſt, | 
Fi] prove it. 
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This I'll maintain, nor do I care 
Though Captain Pot. gun ſtamp and ftare, 
And ſwagger, ſwear, and tear his Hair 


in Fury; 


And with the Hazard of my Blood 


U fight up to the Knees in Mud, 
But 1 will make my Quarrel good, 


aſſure ye. 


For though I am a Man of Trade, 
and free of London-City made, 
Yet can I uſe Gun, Bill, and Blade, 


in Battle, 


Ind Citizens, if Need require, 
Themſelves can force the Foe retire, 
Whatever this Low-Country Squire 


do pratile. 


For we have Soldiers of our own, 
Able enough to guard the Town, 
Ard Captains of moſt fair Renown 


about it; 


If any Foe ſhould fight amain, 
and ſet on us with all his "Train, 


We'll make him to retire again, 


ne'er doubt it. 


We have fought well in Dangers paſt, 
And will do while our Lives do laſt, 
Without the Help of any call 


Commanders, 


That hither come, compell'd by Want, 


With ruſty Swords and Suits provant, 


From Utrecht, Nemiguen, or Ghent 


in Flanders. 


The Captain could no longer hold ; 
But looking fiercely, plainly told 
The Citizen, he was too bold, ; 


and call'd him 


Proud 
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( 107 ) 
Proud Boy, and for his ſawcy Speech 

Did vow ſhortly to whip his Breech. 
Then Ellis ſnatch d the Pot, with which 

he maul'd him. 


He threw the Jug, and therewithal 


Did give the Captain ſuch a Maul 


As made him thump . the Wall 
his Crupper. 


With that the Captain took a Diſh 


'That ſtood brim full of butter'd Fiſh, 


As good as any Heart could with 
for Supper : 


And as he threw, his Foot did ſlide, 
Which turn'd his Arm and Diſh aſide, 
And all be-butter fiſhifide 

Nic Ballet 


And be (good Man) did none diſeaſe; 
But fitting quiet at his Eaſe, 
With butter'd Rochets thought to pleaſe 

| | his Palate, 


Eut when he felt the Wrong he had, 
Ie rag'd, and {wore, and grew ſtark mad; 
Some in the Room been better had - 
without him; 
For he took hold of any thing; 
And firſt he caught the Poul of Ling, 
Which he cou rageouſſy did fling 
- about him, 


Out of his Hand it few. ap ace, 
And hit the Lawyer in the Face, 
Who at the Board in higheſt Place 
was ſeated; 
And as the Laavyer thought to riſe, 
The Salt was thrown into his Eyes, 
Which him of Sight in woeful wile 
defeated, 
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All things near hand Nic Ballet threw 3 
At length his butter'd Rochets flew ; 
And hit by chance, among the Crew, 


the Parſon : 


'The ſame his Coat did all bewet ; 
The Prieft began to fume and fret, 
The Seat was butter' d which he ſet 
| his — on: 
Ie knew not what to do or ſay, 
It was in vain to preach or pray, 
Or cry, You are all gene aſtray, \ 
| | good Peofle ; 
He might as well go ſtrive to teach 
Divinity beyond his Reach; | 
Or when the Fells ring out, go preach 
| i'th' Stceple. 
At this Miſchance the filly Man 
Out of the Room would fain have ran, 
and very angrily began | 
t to mutter. 
Til Luck he had, for after that 
ne threw the Parſuips full of Fat; 
Which ſtuck like Broaches in his Hat 
with Butter. 


Oat of the Place he ſoon repairs, 
And ran half headlong down the Stairs, 
And made Complaint to Maſter Aires, 


Up ran he to know the Matter, 
And found how they the Things did ſcatter 
Here a Trencher, there a Platter 

| were lying. 
I dare not ſay he ſtunk for Woe, 
Nor will, anleſs I did it Know; 
But ſome there be that dare ſay ſo, 

that ſmelt him : 


with crying. 


Nor 


Snag 


SETS 
db PW 


PPC 


The Candles were 41 ſhuffled out, 


The Sight would make a Man afear'd: 


With Butter'd Fiſb and Furmity; 
And ſome the Men could ſcarcely ſee 


About their Ears full many a Peal 


109) 
Nor could ye blame him if he did, 
For they threw Dithes at his Head; 
And did with Eggs and Loaves of Bread 
bepelt him, 


He thruſt himſelf into the Throng, 

And us'd the Virtue of his Tongue 

wor what could one Man's Words among 
ſo many? 


The Victuals flew afreſh about; 
Was never ſuch a Combat fought 
| SO by any. 
N o in the Dark was all the Coyl ; 
dome were bloody in the Broil, 


And ſome were ſteep d in Salt. Oil 
and Muftard, 


Another had a butter'd Beard, 
Another's F ace was all beſincar* ” Gp 
with Cuſtard: 


Others" were daub'd up to the Knee 


that beat em. 


Under the Board * Lluellin lay, 
Being ſore frighted with the Fray, 
And as the Weapons flew that Way 
he eat em. 


The Bread ſtuck in the Windows all, 
Like Bullets in a Caſtle-Wall 
Which furious F oes did ſeek to ſcale 

in Battle; 


Shoulders of Mutton and Loins of Veal, 
Appointed for to ſerve the Meal, 


did rattle, 
The 


* Will. Lluellin a Priſoner there, and ſome time fince 
the Kreper, | 
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6110) 
The which when Over Þ Blany ſpy'd, 
Oh, take away their Arms, he cry'd, 
Leſt ſome great Hurt do them betide, 
prevent it, 
And then the Knave away did ſteal 
Of Food that fell no little Deal, 


And in his Houſe at many a Meal 


he ſpent it. 


The Captain ran the reſt among, 
As eager to revenge the Wrong 
Done by the Por which Ellis fung 
ſo ſtoutly: 


And angry Ellis ſought about 


To find the furious Captain out; 


At length they met, and then they fought 
devoutly. 


Now being met, they never lin, 
Till with their loud robuſtious Din 


The Room and all that was therein | 
did rumble. 


Inſtead of W eapons made of Steel, 
The Captain took a ſalted Eel, 
And at each Blow made Ellis reel 
and tumble. 

Ellis a Pippin-Pie had got, 
A ſorer Weapon than the Pot; 
For lo, the Apples being hot 

| did ſcald him. 


The Cattain laid about him ſtill, 
As if he would poor Ellis kill, 
And with his Ze/ with a Good-will 


he maul'd him. 


At length, quoth he, Ellis thou art 

A Fellow of courageous Heart, 

Yield now, and I will take thy Part 
hereafter, 


+ One of the Under- Keepers. 
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61110 
Quoth Ellis, Much I ſcorn to hear 
Thy Words of Threat, being free from Fear; 
With which he hardly could forbear 


from Laughter. 


Together then afreſh they fly, 
The Eel againſt the Pippin- Pie: 


But Blany ſtood there purpoſely 


to watch 'em. 
The Weapons wherewithal they fought, 
Were thoſe for which he chiefly ſought, 
And with an eager Stomach thought 
to catch em: 


gut 'ſcap'd not now ſo well away 


As at the Veal and Mutton Fray; 

He thought to have with ſuch a Prey 
his Jaws fed: 

But all his Hope did turn aſide, 


He look'd for that which Luck deny'd, 


For Ellis all be-pippin-py'd 
his Calve' :-Head, 


Woe was the Caſe he now was in, 
The Apples hot did ſcald his Skin; 


His Skull as it had rotten been 


did quoddle. 


With that one Fool among the Rout 
Made Out-cry all the Houſe about, 
That Blany yy's Brains were beaten out 

his Noddle. 


Which * 1 hearing, needs would ſec | 


W hat all this Coil and Stir might be ; 


And up the Stairs his Guts and he 


went waddling ; 


But when he came the Chamber near, 
Behind the Door he ſtood to hear ; 
For in he durſt not come, for Fear 

of ſwaddling: 


4 Turn-Key, a fat Fellow, 


There 


6417 
There ſtood he in a frightful Caſe: 
And as by Chance he ſtirr'd his Face, 
Full in the Mouth a butter'd Plaice 
| | did hit him, 
Away he ſneak'd, and with his Tongue 
He lick'd and ſwallow'd up the Wrong, 
And as he went the Room along 
be — him, 
For help now doth poor Lockavood cry, 
Oh bring a Surgeon or I die, 
My Guts out of my Belly fly ; 


Blany with open Mouth likewiſe 
For preſent Help of Surgeon cries ; 
Pity a Man, quoth he, that lies 
ſo ſickly. 
Philips the ſkillful Surgeon then, | 
Was call'd, and call'd, and call'd again, 
If he had Skill to cure theſe Men 
Hu . to ſhew it. 
At length he comes, and firit he puts 
His Hands to feel for Lockawgd's Guts; 
Which came not forth ſo ſweet as Nuts, 
| | | all know it. 
He cries for Water. In the mean 
One calls up Maage the Kitchen-quean ;- 
'To take and make the Baby clean, 
and clout 1t. 


Faſt by the Noſe ſhe took the Squall, 

And led him ſoftly through the Hall, 

Leſt the Perfume through Knees ſhould fall 
about it, 


She turn'd his Hole beneath the Knee, 
Nor could ſhe chooſe but laugh to ſee 
'T hat yellow which was wont to be 


a White Breech. 


come quickly. 
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113 
She took a Diſh-Clout off the Shelf, 


Elf, 
Which had not Wit to help itſelf 
poor — Breech. 


Thus leaving Lockwood all bewray' d 
Unto the Mercy of the Maid, 
Who well deſerved to be paid 
for taking 


Such homely Pains; now let us caſt 

Our Thought back on the Stir that's paſt, 

And them whoſe Bones could not in haſte 
leave aking. 


And like the Candles, ſhall my Pen 

Shew you theſe Gallants once again; 

Which now like Furies, not like Men 
appeared. 


F reſh Lights being brought t 'appeaſe the Brawl, 

Shew twenty Madmen in the Hall, 

With Blood and Sauce their Faces all 
beſmeared. 


Their Cloaths all rent and ſous'd in Drink, 

Oil, Muſtard, Butter, and the Stink 

Which Lockwood left, would make one think 
in Sadneſs, 


That theſe ſo monſtrous Creatures dwell 
Either in Bedlam, or in Hell, | 
Or that no Tongue or Pen can tell 

their Madneſs, 


They's were indeed disfigur'd ſo, 
Friend knew not Friend, nor Foe-man Foe, 
For each Man icaree bimſeif did know : 

but after 


A frantick flaring round about, 
They ſuddenly did quit their Doubt, 
And loudly all at once brake out 
in Laughter. 
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Thou art, quoth he, a Man welt try'd ; 


And thereupon I drink to thee 


( 114 9 
The Heat of all is now allay'd, | 3 
The Keepers gently do perſuade ; L 
And (as before) all Friends are made, Y 
| full kindly, | ? 
Ellis the Captain doth embrace, 2 
The Captain doth return the Grace, 4 
And ſo do all Men in the Place, 4 
8 as friendly, ; 
By Fove I love thee, Ellis cry'd : 
The Captain ſoon as much reply'd : 


= 
3 


and Vulcan 5 
With Mars at odds again ſhall be, 2 13 
Ere any Jars 'twixt thee and me; E 


a full Can, 


And then he kneel'd upon the Ground. 

Drink't off, quqth Ellis, for this Round 

For ever ſhall be held renown'd : 

55 _ And never. 

May any Quarrel 'twixt us twain 5 

Ariſe, or this renew again, 

But may we loving Friends remain 
for ever. 

Amen, cry'd the Captain, ſo did all; 

And ſo the Health went round the Hall; 


And thus the famous Counter Braw! 
was ended. 


But Hunger now did vex 'em more 

Than all their Anger did before; 

They ſearch'd i'th' Room how far their Store 
extended. 


They want the Meat which Blany ſtole ; 

One finds a Herring in a Hole 

With Dirt and Duſt black as a Coal, 1 
1 5 and trodden 


All 
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All under Feet. The next in poſt, 
Snap up and feed on what was loſt, 
And looks not whether it were roaſt 
or ſodden;, 


A Third finds in another Place 

A Piece of Ling in dirty Caſe, 

And Muſtard in his Fellow's Face. 
Another 


Eſpies, and finds a Loaf of Bread, 
A Diſh of Butter all beſpread, 
And ftuck upon another's Head 
i“ th' Pother, 


Thus what they found contented ſome : 

At length the Keeper brings a Broom, 

Meaning therewith to cleanſe the Room 
with ſweeping : 


But under Table on the Ground 
Looking to ſweep, by Chance he found 
Llue lin, feigning to be ſound- 
ly ſleeping; 
He pull'd him out ſo {wife by th' Heels, 
As if his Bum had run on Wheels, 
And found his Pocket ſtuft with Eels: 


Did Plenty of Proviſion bring, 
Somewhat it held of every thing, 
Smelts, Flounders, Rochets, and of Ling 

a broad Piece. 


At this Diſcovery each Man round 
Took equal Share of what he found, 
W hich afterwards they freely drown'd 
in good Drink. 


For of good Beer there was good Store, 
Till all were glad to give it o'er ; 
For each Man had enough and more, 


that would drink. 


his Codpiece 5 


And 


(116) 
And when they thus had drunk and fed, 
As if no Quarrel had been bred, 
They all ſhook Hands, and all to Bed 
did ſhuffle. 


Ellis, the Glory of the Town, 

With that brave Captain of Renown : 
And thus I end this famous Coun- 3 
ter Seuflie. 5 


The Weſt Country BarchELOoR's COMPLAINT, 


d Mother chave been a Batchelour, 

| This twelve and twanty Veare, 
And Ize have often been a wooing 

And yet ch'am never the nere. E, 
F one Grumbal ſhee'l ha none of mee, = 

Ize look ſo like a Lout, = 

But i'vaith cham as proper a Man as ſhe, 
hee need not be ſo ſtout. 


She zays, if Ize could daunce and ſing, | : 
As Thomas Miller con, | : 
Or cut a Cawper, as little Zack Tolour, | 

Oh how zhee love me thon. 


But zoft and vair, chee'l none of that; 
T'vaith, cham not ſo nimble, | 
The Taylour has nought, to trouble his Thought, 
But his Needles and his Thimble. 


O Zon, th'art of a lawfull Age, 
And a jolly tidy Boy, 

Ize have thee try her once again, 
Thee can but zay thee nay. 


Then O gramercy Moother, 
Chee's ſet a good vace o'the Matter; 
Chel dreſs up my zell as vine as a Dog, 
And Ize have a freſh Bout at her. 
18 Virſt then chil but on my Zonday Parrel 
That's lac't about the Guarters, 
With a Pair of Buckrum Zlops, 
And a vlaunting Pair of Garters. 


be 
: 5 
23 PR 
WII A ey, eo 44. N 55 


(417) 
With my Sword dy'd faſt to my Zide, 
And my Granvather's dudgin Dagger, 
And a Beacock's Veather in my Gop. 
Thon O how I zhall zwagger. - 


Nay take thee a Lockrum Napkin, Zon, 
To wipe thy znotty Noze. 

Tis no matter vor that, ch'il znort it out, 
And vlurt it athwart my Cloathes. 


Uds bodikins, nay voy away, 
I pr'ythee Zon do no 20; 


Be monnerly, Zon, till thou canſt tell 
Wither zhee'l ha thee or no. 


But zirrah Mother, hark awhile, 
Who's that that comes ſo neer ? | 
Vaith 'tis one Grumbal, hold thy Peace, 
Vor vear that zhee do hear. 


Nay on't be zhee, chi'l dreſs my Words 
In zuch a golard's Grace, 


But firſt of all ch'ill waſh my Honds, 


And lay em "thwart her Vace. 
Good-morrow my Honey, my Zoogar-Condy, 


My little bretty Mouze, 
Che hops thy X other and Vather be well, 


At Home, at thine own Houſe. 


Ich'am azham'd to zhew my Mind, 


Ch'am zure thou knowſt by Errant, 


Zome zain, Jugę, that I mun ha thee, 


At leiſure, Sir, I warrant. 


You muſt, Sir Clown, is for a King, 
And not for ſuch a Mome, 
You might have ſaid, by're leave fair Maid, 
And left your Muſt alone. 


Ich am no more a Clown, that's vlat, 
Ch'am in my Zunday Parrel ; 

Ich came for Love, and I pray ſo tak't, 
Che hope ye will not guarrel. 


O Robin 


6119) 
O Robin doſt thou love me ſo well ? 
J vaith, Abomination: 
Why then you ſhould have fram'd your Words 
Into a finer Faſhion, 


Vine Vaſhions and vine Speeches too, 

As ſgollard Vokes con utter, 
Ch'ad rather zpeak but two Words plain, 
Thon haulf a zgore and ztutter. 


Chave Lond, chave Houſes, twa vat Beaſts, 
That's better thon vine Zpeeches. 

*Tis a Sign that Fortune fawours Fools, 
She lets them hae ſuch Riches. 


Hark how zhee comes upon me now, 
Ize wiſh it be a good Zane. | 

He that will fleal any Wit from thee, 
Had need to riſe betime, 


SON NE T. On DATA. 


HAT is this Bugbear Death that's worth our Care? 
After a Life in Pain and Sorrow paſt, 
After deluding Hope and dire Deſpair, 


Death only gives us Quiet at the laſt, _ 
How ſtrangely are our Love and Hate miſplac'd ! 

Freedom we ſeek, and yet from Freedom flee ; 
Courting thoſe Tyrant Sins that chain us faſt, 

And ſhunning Death that only ſets us free, 


*'Tis not a fooliſh Fear of future Pains, 


(Why ſhould they fear who keep their Souls from 


Stains ? ) 7, 
That makes me dread thy Terrors, Death, to ſee : 
Tis not the Loſs of Riches, or of Fame, 
Or the vain Toys the Vulgar Pleaſures name ; 
Tis nothing, Celia, but the loſing thee. 


Upon 
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Upon a GlanT's Angling, 


IS Angle Rod made of a ſturdy Oak, 


His Line a Cable which in Storms ne'er broke, 
His Hook he baited with a Dragon's 'Tail, 
And ſate upon a Rock and bobb'd for Whale. 


Tu Praiſe of ALE. 


HE N the chill Charokoe blows, 
And Winter tells a heavy Tale, 
And Pies, and Daws, and Rooks, and Crows 


Do ſit and curſe the Froſt and Snows, 


1 hen give 1 me Ale. 


Ale i in a Saxon Rumhkin then, 
Such as will make grim Malkin prate, 
Bids Valour bargain in tall Men, 


Quickens the Poet's Wits and Pen, 


Deſpiſes F ate, | 


Ale, that the abſent Battle fights, 


And forms the March of Savediſb Drums, 
Diſputes the Princes Laws and Rights, 
What's s paſt and done tells mortal Wights, 

And what's to come. 


Ale, that the Ploughman's Heart up Keeps, 
And equal+ it to Tyrants Thrones : 
That wipes the Eye that ever weeps, 


And lulls in ſweet and dainty Sleeps 


Their very Bones. 


Grandchild of Conde, Bacchus Daughter, 
Wine's emulous Neighbour, if but ſtale: 
Ennobling all the Nymphs of Water, 
And filling each Man's Heart with Langhter. 

O give me Ale, 


 Recerst 
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Receipt to cure the VapOUS. 


; WE Written by Lady 1X. 
T7HY vin Dalia thus retire, 
. And languiſh Life away ? 
| While the ſighing Crowd admire, 
"Tis too ſoon for Hartſhcrn Tea. 3 
All thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting, i 
= Cannot Damon's Life reſtore ; I 
Long ago the Worms have eat him, 3 
You can never ſee him more. 2 
, Once again conſult your Toilet, q 
In the Glaſs your Face review; 9 
So much Weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, * 
And no Spring your Charms renew. 
J, like you, was born a Woman, 5 2 
s Well I know what Vapours mean: 5 
| The Diſeaſe, alas! is common, 7 
Single, we have all the Spleen. 8 ; 
All the Morals that they tell us, . 
| Never cur'd the Sorrow yet : | [3 
Chuſe among the pretty Fellows, 


One of Humour, Youth, and Wit. 


Prithee hear him every Morning, 
At the leaſt an Hour or two ; 
Once again at Night returning, 
I believe the Doſe will do. 
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E PIGR AMS. 


I. 


By Mr. CoxcRERvE, in the Double Dealer. 


Ntient Phyllis has young Graces ; 


"Tis a ſtrange thiag, but a true one: 
Shall I tell you how ? 


She herſelf makes her own Faces ; 
And each Morning wears a new one : 
Where's the Wonder now? 


II. 

H ou ſwear'ſt thou'lt drink no more : kind Hea- 

'ven, ſend | ö 

Me ſuch a Cook, or r Coachman; but no Friend. 
III. 1 
The RAPTURE, | | {| 


. D Strephon, panting in Co/melia's Arms, 
die, bright Nymph, I die amidſt your Charms! ' 
Chear up, dear Youth, reply'd the Maid, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous Pain, 
All Men muſt die (bright Boy, you know) 
Ere they can rife again. 


IV. 
VENUS miſlaken. 
HE N Cloe's Picture was to IVenus ſnown ; 5 
Surpriz'd, the Goddeſs took it for her own: 61 
| And what, {aid the, does this bold Painter mean? : BY 
| When was ] bathing thus, and naked ſeen? | | 1 
. (3 Pieas'd J 
| WM 2 
| 


( 122 ) 
Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his Mother's Pride: 
And who's blind now, Mamma? the Urchin cry'd. 


"Tis Clce's Eye, and Cheek, and Lip, and Breaſt : 
Friend Howard's Genius fancy d all the reſt. 


Yo 


Spoken by VEN ws on ſeeing her Statue done by 
Praxy teles. 


'NCHISES, Par1s, and Adonis too, 
Have ſeen me naked, and expos'd to view; 
All theſe I freely own, without denying : 
But where has this Praxyteles been prying ? 


VI. 
HEN Pþy/l:s confeſs'd her, the Father was raſh, 

And ſo, without further Reflection, 

Her delicate Skin he condemn'd to the Laſh, 

While himſelf would beftow the Correction. 
Her Huſband, who heard this, oppos'd it, by urging, 

That he, in regard to her Weakneſs, 

And to ſave her ſoft Back, would himſelf bear the ſcour- 
ing, 

With humble Submiſſion and Meekneſs. 
She piouſly cry'd, when the Prieſt gave Accord, 
IJ o ſhew What Devotion was in her, 
He's able and luſty, pray cheat not the Lord, 

For, alas! I'm a very great Sinner. 


VII. 


ISS for Court-ſervice is quickly prepar'd, 
And thinks it no Burthen upon her; 

Unmindful that there no Task is ſo hard, 

As that of a Maid of Honour, 


VIII. 


ERV nicely thou lay 'ſt on thy Colours, dear Nan; 
And no Painter in Skill can o'ertop ye; 
When to EIhs you ſat, he dully brufh'd on, 
Till he thought he had an Original drawn, 
Which you prov'd to be only a ons 24 
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IX. 


EV'N times a Day the juſt Men fin ; 

So ſpeaks the Sage, our Hearts to ſoften: 
Well, the juſt Women, they fall in: 
Ay, but no Sage can tell how often, 


X. 
HEN Lupus has wrought hard all Day, 
And the declining Sun, 
By ſtooping to embrace the Sea, 
Tells him the Day's nigh done; 
Then to his young Wife home he hies, 
With his ſore labour ſped ; 
Who bids him welcome home, and cries, 
Pray, huſband, come to bed. 
Thanks, Wife, quoth he; but I were bleſt, 
Would'ſt thou once call me to my Reſt. 


XI. 


To Sir GopFREY KNELLER, drawing the Lach 


Hipk's Picture. 


HE Cyprian Queen, drawn by Apelles' Hand, 
Of perfect Beauty did the Pattern ſtand ; 
But then bright Nymphs, from every part of Greece, 
Did all contribute to adorn the Piece; 
From each a ſeveral Charm the Painter took, 


(For no one Mortal ſo divine could look :) 


But, happier Knellen, Fate preſents to you, 
In one, that finiſh'd Peauty which he drew. 


But oh! take heed, for vaſt is the Deſign, 


And Madneſs *twere for any Hand but thine : 
For mocking Thunder bold Sa/morecus dies; 
And *tis as raſh to imitate her Eyes. 


1 XII. 


UT ancient Poets thou admireſt none, 
And only praiſeſt them are dead and gone; 
I beg your Pardon, good Vacerra, 1 
Can: 't on ſuch Terms find ih my Heart to die, 
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XIII. 


HY Eyes and Eye brows I could ſpare ; 
Nor for thy Noſe do I much care; 

J could diſpenſe, too, with thy Teeth ; 

And with thy Lips, and with thy Breath, 

And with thy Breaſt, and with thy Belly, 

And with that which I won't tell ye; 

And, to be ſhort — hark, in thy Ear; 

Faith I could ſpare thee All, my dear. 


i 
By Mr. CoNc ANAN. 


Jas Richard to Foe, Thou' rt a very ſad Dog, 
8 And thou can'ſt write Verſes no more than a Log. 
Says Joſeph to Dich, Pr'ythee, Ring- rhime, get hence, 
Sure my Verſe at leaſt is as good as thy Senſe. 
as e' er ſuch a Conteſt recorded in Song ? 

The one's in the right; and the other's not wrong. 


XV. 
F-—, tho' he muſt abſtain from Meat, 
Yet won't abſtain from Spite ; 


'l ke Rogue has nothing left to eat, 
Yet can't forbear to bite. 


XVI. 


H Expence in Perfumes is a moſt vain Sin, 
Except thou could'ſt, Sir Ralph, wear them with- 


in. 5 
„„ 
On the Death of Mrs. B——s, 
O W bleft a Life! how ſhort its Date! 
was Semele's and Danac's Fate. 
In golden Showers the Lover came, 


Like thund'riag Fove he claſp'd the Dame ; 
The Vicum of too fierce a Flame. 


XVIII. 
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XVIII. 


On the ſam? Occaſion. 
Written extempore by the Lady M. W. M. 


AIL, happy Bride! for thou art truly bleſt, 
Three Months of Rapture crown'd with endleſs 
Reſt. 
Merit like yours was Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
You lov'd yet taſted Happmeſs ſincere. 
To you the Sweets of Love were on!y ſhown, 
The ſure ſucceeding bitter Dregs unknown: 


You had not yet the fatal Change deplor” d, 


"the tender Lover for th' i imperious Lord ; 

Nor felt the Pains that jealoas Fondneſs brings, 

Nor wept the Coldneſs from Poſſeſſion ſpring> : 
Above your Sex diſtinguiſn'd in your Fate; 

You traſted yet experienc'd no Deceit. 

Soft were your Hours, and winz'd with Pleaſure few, 


No vain Repentance gave a Sigh to you; 


And if ſuperior 7Lſs. Heav'n can beſtow, 


With Fellow-Angels you enjoy it now. 


XIX. 


e Old Gentry. 


HAT all from Adam firſt begun, 
Sure none (but /——) doubts ; 


And that his Son, and his Son's Son 


Were Plowmen, Clowns, and Louts. 


Here lies the only Di rence now; 
Some ſhot off late, ſome ſoon : 


Your Sires i'th' Morning left the Plough, 


And ours i'th' Afternoon. 
XX. 
Upon a Company of bad Dancers to _ 
Muſick, 
By AuBROSE PRILIps, Eſq, 


OW ill the Motion with the Muck fairs ! 
So Orpheus fiddled, and ſo danc'd the Brutes. 
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XXL 
To a bad Fiddler. 


U LD Orpheus play'd fo well, he mov'd Od Nick, 
Ul! = But thou mov'f nothing, but thy Fiddle-ftick. . 


0 XXII. 4 
ll Written in the Leaves of a Fan, by Dr. Ar- 
TERBURY, late Biſbep of Rocheſter. T 


A It Havi the leaſt and ſlighteſt Toy 
1 Can wich reſiſtleſs Art employ; 

1 This Fan, in meaner Hands, would prove 
1 An Engine of ſmall Force in Love; 

1 Vet ſhe, with graceful Air and Mein, 

„ Not to be told, or ſafely ſeen, 

. Dire&s its wanton Motion ſo, | 
That it wounds more than Cupid's Bow ; 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dame, 1 
Jo every other Breaſt a Flame. _ 5 


„„ | 
In a Lady's Prayer- Book, | 


IV uk you are deaf to Love, you may, 2 
Faireft Ca/i/ia, weep and pray, | 
And yet, alas! no Mercy find ; 
Not but God's merciful, 'tis true; 
Lut can you think he'll grant to you, 
What you deny to all Mankind ? 


XXIV. Z | 
To the Dutcheſs of B E AUF ORT. E: 


NJ Ff-ſpring of a tuneful Sire, 
Bleſt with more than mortal Fire; 
Likeneſs of a Mother's Face. 

Eleſt with more than mortal Grace. 
You with double Charms ſurprize, 
With His Wit, and with Her Eyes. 
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XXV. 


A rt ſoft to touch, charming to hear; unſeen 
Thou'rt both; but neither, take away the Screen. 


XXVI. 


T Owe, ſays Metiut, much to Colon's Care; 

|| Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his Heir : 
True, Metius; hence your Fortunes take their Riſe ; 
His Heir you were not, had he ſeen you Twice. 


XXVII. 


A-CHARACT-ER;:.. 


Ometimes to Senſe ; ſometimes to Nonſenſe leaning ; 
But always blund'ring round about his Meaning. 


XXVIII. 
By Mr. PRI OR. 


0 John I ow'd great Obligation, 
But John, unhappily, thought fit 
To publiſh it to all the Nation; 


Sure John and I are more than quit, 


IX. 


HEN Lefbia firſt I ſaw, ſo heav* nly fair, 
With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 

I thought my Heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial T Ire : 
But ſoon as e' er the beauteous Idiot ſpoke, 
Forth from her Coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 
Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe heal'd my Wound, 
And what her Hees enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 


XXX. 


On a Gentleman who died the Day after bis 
Lady. 
HE firſt departed ; he for one Day try'd 


To live without her; lik'd it not, and dy'd. 
G 4. XXXI. 


8 To 
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XXXI. = 

Hate, and yet I love thee too: 4 

1 How can that be? I know not how ; 

Only that ſo it is I know, 8 
And feel with Torment that 'tis ſo, 3 


„ XXXII. 5 1 
On the Marriage of an Old Maid. 
NLOE, a Coquet in her Prime, 
3 The vaineſt fickleſt Thing alive; 


Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time! 3 Z 
Marries, and doats at F orty- five. 


Thus Weather-cocks, who for a while | : 
Have turn'd about with every Blait, * 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 3 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 3 
XXXIII. | ; 3 
On the Burſer of St. John's College, Oxon, | 
cu.ting down a fine Row of Trees. | 
Ndulgent Nature to each Kind beſtows | 
A ſecret Inſtinct to diſcern its Foes : | 
Ihe Gooſe, a filly Bird, avoids the Fox; oy 
Lamb: fly from Wolves; and Sailors ſteer from Rocks; ; 
A Rogue the Gallows, as his Fate, foreſees, : 
And bears the like Antipathy to Trees, | Y 
XXXIV. Fi 
AK ER and Poet ſwell thy glorious Name, E 
The firſt thy Living gets; the laſt, thy Fame: H 


but if ty read be, as thy Verſes, light, | 
Our good Lord Mayor thy Geaiuz ſhall requite, 
And on the baker do the Poet Right. 


XXXV. 
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XXXV. 
From MARTIAL, 


174 
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Y a Ravenna V intner orice betray'd, 

I So much for Wine and Water mix'd, I paid; 
But when I thonght the purchas'd Liquor mine, 
The Raſcal tobb'd me off with only Wine, 


XXXVII. 


F beauteons Kitty boaſts a Charm, 
Her Picture boaits the ſame; 
With Lite the 3 Cheeks are warm, 
The ſparkling Eyes on Flame. 


| How bold the Strokes! how free the Air! 
The Colours how laid on! | 
We think *rwill leave the Canvas bare, 


XXXVI. 


Right as the Day, and as the Morning fair, 
Such Cloe is — and common as the Air, 
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And walk, and talk, anon. 


So far, dear Painter, ail is well; 
And could'ſt thou more expreſs, 

Howe'er thy Art the moſt excel, 
Thy Piece would pleaſe the leſs. 


| 2 For he that Kitty y's Picture makes, 
Makes Beauty's Self appear ; 

But, if it ſpeaks as Ritty ſpeaks, 
Tis Folly's Self we hear. 


XXXVIII. 
Ou M11 TOR. 
IRE E Poets, in three diſtant Ages born, 
Gr tecc, Italy, and England did adorn: 
The firſt, in Loftineſs of Thought ſurpaſt; 
The next, in Majeſty; in both the laſt. 
The F orce of Nature could no farther go; 
To make a third, ſae join'd the tormer two. 
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XXXIX. 


Lingua potentior armis. 


F HAT Speech ſurpaſſes Force, is no new Whim : 
Fove caus'd the Heav'ns to tremble : Juno him. 
ZE: 
F two Reliefs to eaſe a love-fick Mind, 


Flavia preſcribes Deſpair : I urge, be kind : 
Flavia be kind; the Remedy's as ſure ; 


XII. 


Tis the moſt e and che quicket Cure. 
ENDA A, tis ſaid, thou” rt ſuch a Lyar grown, 
That thou'ſt renounc'd all Truth; and ' tis wel! 


done: 


Lying beſt fits our Manners and our Times; 
But pr'ythee, Mcndax, do not praiſe my Rhymes. 


XLII. 
"By Mr. PRNIOR. 


EN Months after Florimel happen'd to wed, 
And was brought, in a laudable Manner, to bed ; 
She warbled her Groans with ſo charming a Voice, 
That one half of the Pariſh was ſtunn'd with the Noiſe: 
But when Florimel choſe to lie privately in, 
Twelve Months before ſhe and her Spouſe were akin, 
She choſe, with ſuch Prudence her Pangs to conceal, 
That ber Nurſe, nay her Midwife, ſcarce heard her once 
ſqueal. 


Learn, Huſbands,from hence, for the Peace of your 17 


'That Maids make not half ſuch a Tumult as Wives. 


XLIII. 


Mong the Fair that Hide Park Circus grace, 
Canidia ſeeks Admirers of her Face; 

In vain her Airs, in vain her Arts ſhe tries, 

Among thoſe Beauties that engage all Eyes: a | 

Bright Rays, like Di'monds, they around 'em fling, 

Whilſt ſhe is but the Cypher of the Ring. 


XLIV. 
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XLIV. 
To a Fool. going to travel, 


70 U ſay you'll ſpend a thouſand Pound, 
| The World and Men to know, 
And take a Tour, all Europe round, 
Improving as you go. | 
Dear Jack, in Search of others Senſe, 
Diſcover not your own ; 8 
But wiſely double the Expence, 
That you may paſs unknown. 


3 XLV. 1 85 
\ MAN and Money, a mutual Friendſhip ſhow ; 
Man makes falſe Money ; Money makes Man ſo, 


e. 
On Lady SUNDERLAND. 


LL Nature's Charms in Sunderland appear, 
A Bright as her Eyes, and as her Reaſon clear; 
Yet ſtill their Force, to Men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcover'd to herſelf alone. 


XLVII. 


Ature, in Pity, has deny'd you Shape, 
Elſe how ſhould Mortals Flawia's Chain eſcape ? 
Your radiant Aſpect, and your roſy Bloom, 
Without this Form, would bring a general Doom : 
At once our Ruin, and Relief we ſee ; 
At Sight are Captives, and at Sight are free. 


XLVIII. 


AULUS, the famous Quack, renown'd afar, 
For killing more than Peſtilence or War, 
Of late, in Orders, is a Curate made, 
And buries People—not to change his Trade. 


XIIX. 
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XLIX. 
On a crooked, croſs-grain'd Woman. 


S* E's bent like a Nine-pence, and would have been 
broken, 


Had not N ature intended the Devil a Token. 
L. 


On ſome Snow that melied on a Lady's Breaſt. 


HOSE envious Flakes came lows t in Haſte, 
To prove her Breaſt leſs fair: 
Gi Trieving to find themſelves ſurpaſt, 
Difiolv'd into a Tear. 


LI. 
Ature's chief Gifts unequally are carv'd; 
She ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtarv'd: 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what before 
Was common Good, is now made private Store: 
Nothing that's good we have among us common; 
But all enjoy the common III ——a Woman. 


% 


TIT. 


P AU LA, thou fain would'ſt marry me, 


Now thou art old and tough; 
I cannot: yet I'd venture thee, 
Wert thou but old enough. 


LIII. 


Upon a Lady, who finding her Pocket wet, 


pretended ſhe had broke her Hartſhorn Bot- 
tle in it. 


E Sons of Verſe, tranſmit to Fame, 
How bleſt the Life of Miſs is; 
When ſhe breaks Wind, Shock bears the Ma 7 
And Hartſhorn, when ſhe piſſes. 5 
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uy, 
On Mrs. Das HWOOp. 


AIR as the blaſhing Grape ſhe ſtands, 
Tempting the Gatherer's ready Hands ; 
Bloſſoms and Fruit in her together meet, 
As ripe as Autumn, and, like April, ſweet. 


EV. 


On a Lady who ſhed her Water at ſeeing the 
Tragedy of Caro. 


Ey NI c H. Rows, Eq; 


Hilſt maudlin Whigs deplore their Cato's Fate, 
Still with dry Eyes the Tory Celia fat ; 

But, tho' her Pride forbad her Eyes to flow, 

The guſhing Waters found a Vent below. 

Tho! ſecret, yet with copious Streams ſhe mourns, 

Like twenty River-gods, with all their Urns. 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritick Face, 

She ſhews her Grief in a ſincerer Place ! 
Here Nature reigns, and Paſſion, void of Art; 

For this Road leads directly to the Heart. 


LVI. 
A Cure for PoE T Rx. 


EVEN wealthy Towns contend for HouER dead, 
| Thro* which the /ving Homes beg'd his Bread. 


| LVII. 
By William WALS NH, E/; 
\O RNUS proclaims aloud, his Wife's a Whore; 
Alas, good Cornus, what can we do more? 
Wert thou no Cuckold, we might make thee one; 


ut being one, we cannot make thee none, 
| LVIII. 
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LVIII. 


N Church, the Pray'r-book, and the Fan diſplay'd, 
And ſolemu Curt ' ſies, ſhew the wily Maid ; 
At Plays, the leering Looks, and wanton Airs, 


And Nods, and Smiles, are fondly meant for Snares. 


Alas! vain Charmer, you no Lovers get; 
There you ſeem Hy pocrite, and here Coquet. 


53 
Written in the blank Leaf of an Ovi p. 
By Mr. PR IO R. 
I D is the ſureſt Guide, 
You can find, to ſhew the Way 


To any Woman, Maid, or Bride, 
Who 1 to 80 aſtray. 


LX. 
E 41S, her Tecth are black and nought, 


Lucania's white are grown; 
But what's the Reaſon ? Theſe are bought, 
The other wears her own. 


. 
By the Earl of Dokskr. 


HYLLIS, the faireſt of Love's Foes, 

Though fiercer than a Dragon; 

Phyllis, that ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on ? 


So long ſhe kept her Legs ſo cloſe, 


Till they have ſcarce a Rag on. 


Compell'd, thro' Want, this wretched Maid 
Did fad Complaints begin FE 

Which ſurly S:rephor hearing, ſaid, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 

To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 
As would not play nor ſpin, 


( 135 ) 
LXIT. 
ADAM posd. 


Ould our firſt Father, at his toilſome Plough, 
Thorns in his Pach, and Labour on his Brow, 

Cloath'd only in a rude unpoliſh'd Skin ; 

Could he a vain, fantaſtick Nymph have ſeen, 

In all her Airs, in all her antick Graces, 

Her various Faſhions, and more various Faces ; 

How had it pos'd that Skill, which late aſſign'd 

Juſt Appellations to each ſev'ral kind, 

A right Idea of the Sight to frame, 

To gueſs from what new Element ſhe came, 

To hit the wavering Form, or give the thing a Name. 


XIII. 
By Mr. PRIOR. 
0 H Y Nags (the leaneſt Things alive) 
So very hard thou lov'ſt to drive, 


I heard thy anxious Coachman ſay, 
It coſt thee more in Whips, than Hay. 


LXIV. 


O- morrow you will live, you always cry ; 
In what far Country does this morrow lie, 

That 'tis ſo mighty long e'er it arrive? 
Beyond the Indies does this morrow live? 
Tis ſo far-fetch'd, this morrow, that I fear 
Twill be both very old, and very dear. 
To- morrow I will live, the Fool does ſay: 
To- day itſelf's too late; the Wile liv'd Yeſterday. 


LXV, 
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r. 
To a Fealous Huſband. 


E LL me, Sileno, why you fill, 
With fancy'd Woes, your Life ; 
Why's all your Time expended till, 
In thinking, or in talking Ill, 
Of your too virtuous Wife. 
For, faith, I can't ſee to what End 
You keep her up ſo cloſe, | 
Nor how you could yourſelf offend, 
That like a Snail, my gloomy Friend, 
You never leave your Houle. 
Ah ! were ſhe but advis'd by me, 
Her many Taunts and Scorns 
With Int'reſt ſhould refunded be; 
She'd make a perfect Snail of thee, 
By decking thee with Horns. 


LXVI. 
By WILLIAu WaLisn, E/; 


\LOE ö new-marry'd, looks at Men no more z 
Why then, tis plain, for what ſhe look'd beſore. 


XVII. 
By Mr. PRI OR. 
ROM her own native France, as old Aliſon paſt, 
She reproach'd Engii/ Nell, with Neglect, or with 
alice, | 


That the Slattern had left, in the Hurry and Haſte, 
Her Lady's Complexion and Eye-brows at Calais. 


LXVIIIL. 


17 
LXVIIL. 


HE N Thomas calls his Wife, his Half, 
I like the Fellow's Whim; _ 
For why ? ſhe horns him; ſo the Jilt 
Belongs but Half to him. 


LXIX. 
On Mrs. Bippy FLOVꝭD. 


W HEN Cupid did his Grandſire Jobe intreat, 
To form ſome Beauty by a new Receipt, 
Jode ſent and found, far in a Country Scene, 
Truth, Innocence, Good- nature, look ſerene; 
From which Ingredients, firſt, the dext'rous Boy 

|  Pick'd the Demure, the Awkward, and the Coy: 
The Graces from the Court did next provide 
Breeding, and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride; 
Theſe Venus cleans'd from every ſpurious Grain 
Of Nice, Coquet, Affected, Pert. and Vain: 
Fove mixt up all, and his beſt Clay employ' d; 
Then call'd the happy compoſition, Floyd, 


LXX. 
To the Duke Dt NoAILLES, 
By Mr. PRIOR. 


AIN the Concern which you expreſs, 
Y That, uncall'd, Alard will poſſeſs 
Your Houſe and Coach, both Day and Night; 
And that Mackbeth was haunted leſs | 
Buy Barquo's reſtleſs Spright, 


With fifteen thouſand Pounds a Vear, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An Ill, you may ſo ſoon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeſter 
By much, than you believe, 


( 138 ) 
Lend him but fifty Louis d'or, 

And you ſhall never ſee him more: 
Take the Advice ; Probatum eft. 
Why do the Gods indulge onr Store, 

| | But to ſecure our Reſt? 


7 EXXL-"- 
On GILES and JOAN. 


W H O ſays that Giles and Joan at Diſcord be ? 
Th' obſerving Neighbours no ſuch Mood can ſee, 
Indeed, poor Giles repents he married ever; | 
But that his Joan doth too. And Giles would never, 
By his free Will, be in Joan's Company; 
No more would Joan he ſhould, Gzles riſeth early, 
And having got him out of Doors is glad ; 
The like is Joan But, turning Home, is fad; 
| And ſo is Joan. Oft times when Giles doth find 
1 Harſh Sights at Home, Giles wiſheth he were blind; 
| All this doth Joan: Or, that his long-yearn'd Life 
Were quite out-ſpun ; the like Wiſh hath his Wife. 
| The Children that he keeps, Giles ſwears are none 
| Of his begetting ; and ſo ſwears his Joan. 
| In all Affections ſhe concurreth {till : 
| If now, with Man and Wife, to will and nill 
The ſelf-ſame Things, a Note of Concord be, 
I know no Couple better can agree. 


LXXII. 
On a ROBBERY. 


7 D WA robb'd Duncote of three hundred Pound; 
Ridavay was taken, and condemn'd to die ; 
But, for his Money, was a Courtier found, 
Begg'd Ridway's Pardon: Duncote now doth cry, 
Robb'd both of Money, and the Law's Relief, 
The Courtier is become the greater Thief. 


LXXIII. 
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LXXIII. | 
On the Dutcheſs of Por TsMouUTH's Picture. 


A D ſhe but liv'd in Clespatra's Age, 
When Beauty did the Earth's great Lords engage, 
Britain, not Egypt, had been glorious made ; 
Auguſtus then, like Julius, had obey'd : 
A nobler 'Theme had been the Poet's Boaſt, 
That all the World for Love had well been loſt, 


LXXIV. 
By Mr. PRIOR. 


N his Death - bed poor Lubin lies; 
His Spouſe is in Deſpair ; 
With frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries, 
They both expreſs their Care, 


A diff rent Cauſe, ſays Parſon Sly, 
The ſame Effect may give; 

Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall die; 
His Wife, that he may live. 


LXXV, 
By Mr. PR1OR: 


"THAT a frail Thing is Beauty, ſays Baron /: Crasy 
Perceiving his Miſtreſs had one Eye of Glaſs ; 
And fcarcely had he ſpoke it, 
When ſhe, more confus'd, as more angry ſhe grew, 
By a negligent Rage, prov'd the Maxim too true; 
She dropp'd the Eye, and broke it. 


LXXVI, 
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LXXVI. 


To CHARINUSs, an ugly Woman's Huſband, 


YHARINUS, 'twas my Hap of late, 
Io have a Sight of thy dear Mate: 
So white, ſo flouriſhing, ſo fair, | 
So trim, ſo modeſt, debonnair ; | 
That if good Jove wou'd grant to me 
A Leaſh of Beauties, ſuch as ſhe, 
I'd give the Devil, at one Word, 
Two, that he'd take away the third, 


LXXVII. 
Upon a Paich on a Lady's Face, 
T HAT artful Speck upon her Face, 


Had been a Foil on one leſs fair; 
In her it hides a wounding Grace, 


And ſhe, in Mercy, plac'd it there. 


IXXVII: 
From the GR E E RE. 


By Mr. PR TO R. 


By native Heat aſſerts his dreadful Sire; 

| Nouriſh'd near ſhady Rills, and cooling Streams, 
He to the Nymphs avows his am'rous Flames : 

To all the Brethren at the Bell and Vine, 


The Moral ſays, Mix Water with your Wine. 


LXXIX. 
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LXXIX. 
In Behalf of Mr. SouTHERN E. 
To the Duke of ARGYLE. 


A RGYLE, his Praiſe when Southerne wrote, 
Firſt ſtruck out this, and then that Thought, 
Said, This was Flatt'ry, That a Fault: | 
How ſhall the Bard contrive? 
My Lord, conſider what you do, 
He'll loſe his Pains, and Verſes too ; 
For if theſe Praiſes fit not you, 

They'll ſerve no Man alive. 


LXXX. 


JOE briſk and gay appears, 
On Purpoſe to invite : 
Yet, when | preſs her, ſhe, in Tears, 
Denies her ſole Delight. | 
Whilſt Celia, ſeeming ſhy and coy, 
To all her Favours grants 
And ſecretly receives that Joy, 
Which others think ſhe wants. 
I would, but fear I never ſhall, 
With either Fair agrees 
For Celia will be kind to All, 
But Cloe won't to Me. 


LXXXI. 


HE N Loweleſs marry'd Lady Jenny, Ek” 
Whoſe Beauty was —— the ready Penny; 

I choſe. her, ſays he, like old Plate, e 

Not for the Faſhion, bat. the Weight, 


LXXXIT. 
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LXXXII. 
To @ Painter, drawing a LA D 's Picture. 
T TE * who great Fowe's Artill'ry ap'd ſo well, 
By real Thunder and true Lightning fell: 
How then durſt thou, with equal Danger, try 
To counterfeit the Lightning of her Eye? 


Painter deſiſt; or ſoon th' Event will prove, 
That Lowe's as jealous of his Arms as Jove. 


LXXXIII. 
A Selj- Accuſer. 
I7O0UR Miſtreſs, that you follow Whores, ſtill taxeth 


vou; 


2 13s ſtrange that ſhe ſhould thus confeſs it, tho't be true, 


LXXXIV. 
By Mr. PRIOR. 


RANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the Meats ! 
He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he cats. 
Four Pipes after Dinner he conſtantly ſmokes, 
And ſeaſons his Whiffs with impertinent Jokes. 
Yet, ſighing, he ſays, he muſt certainly break, 


And my cruel Unkindneſs compels him to ſpeak, 


For of late I invite him but four Times a Week. 


LXXXV. 


Ty) LEST be the Princes, who have fought 
For pompous Names, or wide Dominion: 
Since, by their Error, we are taught, 
That Happineſs is but Opinion. 


* Salmoneus, 


LXXXVI, 
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LXXXVI. 
By WILLIAu Warsn, E/; 


O, ſaid old Lyce, ſenſeleſs Lover, go, 

3 And with ſott Verſes court the Fair; but know, 
With all thy Verſes, thou cault get 10 more, 
Than Fools, without one Verſe, have had before. 

- Enray'd at this, upon the Bawd | flew ; 

And that which moit enrag'd me, was, 'twas true. 

Z s 
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LXXXVII. 
= To a SEMPSTRESS. 
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4 H ! what Boſom but muſt yield, : | 
: When, like Pallas, you advance, * 
With a Thimble for your Shield, | 1 
1 And a Needle for your Lance? ik 
* Faireſt of the ſtitching Train, . 
> _ Eaſe my Paſſion by your Art; 3 
> And, in pity to my Pain, iy 
| Mend the Hole that's in my Heart, | 
ö LXXXVIII. j | 
On Svicipe. From MARTIAL. p 
| By Mr. SEWELL. 1 
| | Th 
58 HEN all the Blandiſhments of Life are gone, i 
The Coward creeps to Death; the Brave lives on. 1 
| LXXXIX, lis: 
Advice to a late Tranſlator of VIRGIL. | 
IND but thy Preaching, T—, tranſlate no further: 


Is it not written, Thou ſhalt do no Murther ? 


XC, 


The Lovers on the other Side. 


e 

55 

YL VIA, methinks you are unfit 
For your great Lord's Embrace; 


For tho' we all allow you Wit, 
We can't a handſome Face. 


Then where's the Pleaſure, where's the Good, 


Of ſpending Time and Coſt ? 
For if your Wit ben't underſtood, 

Your Keeper's Bliſs is loſt, 

| „„ 
On a handſome Woman with a fine Voice, but 
3 very covetous and proud, 


NO bright is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy Song, 
| As had drawn both the Beaſts, and their Orpheus a- 


long ; 


But ſuch is thy Av'rice, and ſuch is thy Pride, 
That the Beaſts muſt have ſtarv'd, and the Poet have dy'd. 


XCII. 


EFORE her Huſband Leſbia calls me Names, 
LI And at the Lewdneſs of the Town exclaims: 
This tickles the poor Cuckold to the Life, 

And he thanks Heav'n for ſuch a virtuous Wife. 
Contented Fool ! indeed you reaſon wrong ; 
If ſhe were virtuous, ſhe would hold her Tongue; 
Scandal and Noiſe do not her Virtue prove, 


But are the Marks of unextinguiſh'd Love, 


XCIII. | 
De Die MarTIs & Die VENERIS. 


ATURN, and Sol, and Luna chaſte, 
*Twixt Mars and Venus ſtill are plac'd ; 
Whilſt Mercury and Jowe divide ens 


What 


3 
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What may the hidden Myſtery 

Of this unriddled Order be ? 

The Gods themſelves do juſtly fear, 

That, ſhould they truſt theſe two too near, 
Mars would be drown'd in Venus, and fo the 
Should loſe a Planet, and the W ck a Day, 


XCIV. 


0 O ME, Meg, be quick, and make the Bed; 
Now tuck the Feet, now place the Head; 
III kiſs you, if you don't beſtir ye: 

ns Meg, I can't abide to hurry, 


XCV. 


On a high Arch, built over a ſmall Stream by 


a certain Nobleman. 


T HE lofty Arch his high Ambition ſhows ; 
The Stream, an Emblem of his Bounty, flows. 


XCVI. 


_ OVE is begot by Fancy, bred 
By Ign'rance, by Expectation fed, 
Deltroy'd by Knowledge, and, at beſt, 
Loſt i in the Moment tis poſteſt, 


XCVII. 


To a Perſon who wrote ill, and ſpake worſe 
againſt the Aut: or. 


By Mr. PR10R. 


IE, Phils, wand, on my peaceable Shelf: 
- Nor take it amiſs, that lo little I heed thee : 


I've no Envy io thee, and ſome Love to myſelf; 


Then why ſhould } anſwer, ſince firſt I mult read thee ? 
Vor. II. 11 Drunk 
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Drunk with Helicon's Waters, and double-brew'd Bub, 
Be a Linguiit, a Poet, a Critic, a Wag; 
To the folid Delight of thy well-judging Club, 
To the Damage alone of thy Bookſeller Bragg. 
Purſue me with Satire; What Harm is there in't? 
But from all e7zva woce Reflection forbear: 
There can be no Danger from what thou ſhalt print; 
There may be a little from what thou may'ſt ſwear. 


XCVIII. 


TAJ HEN Tadloe walks the Streets, the Paviors cry, 


5 Y Gol bleis you, Sir,— and lay their Rammers by. 


„ 


| V EAVE off thy Paint, Pexfumes, and youthful Dreſs, 


> 


and Nature's Failing honeſtly confeſs: 
Double we ſee thoſe Faults, which Art would mend; 


Plain downright Uglineis would leis offend. 
C. 


FYOSCUS, thou ſay'ſt my Epigrams are long: 
l'd take thy Judgment on a Pot of Ale: 
So thou may'ſt ſay the Elephant's too ſtrong, 
Dwarf too ſhort, the Pyramid too tall: 
Things are not long, where we can nothing ſpare; 


But, Co/cas, ev'n thy Diſtichs tedious are. 


Cl, 
By AMBROSE PHILIPS, Eg. 
AE ORO E ad to the Crown without firiking 2 
blow ; 


An! quoth the Pretender, would I could do ſo. 


CII. 


ECC 4% 
cc 
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? CIT. 
Apolo:y for Wedlock. 


| ]* Marriage are two happy Things allow'd ; 
A Wite in Wedding-ſheets, and in a Shroud ; 
How can a Marriage ſtate then be accurs'd, 
Since the laſt Day's as happy as the firſt ? 


— 
rr 


III. 


* 


} Witten over a Gate. 


.. ͤ . WERE ²˙———— a. of "4 


— . ns 


JE RE lives a Man, who, by Relation, 
Depends upon Predeſtination; 

For which the Learned, and the Wiſe, 

His Underſtanding much deſpiſe: 

But I pronounce, with loyal ongue, 
Him in the Right, them in the Wrong : 

For how could ſuch a Wretch ſucceed, 

But that, alas! it was decreed ? 
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By WILLIAM Wars, 2. 1 

T OW much are they deceiv'd, who vainly ſtrive, 's 
By jealous Fears, to keep our Flames alive ? 1 
Love's like a Torch, which, if ſecur'd from Flats, i 
Will fainther burn; but then it longer laſts : 44 
& % £ 13 
FPFxxxpos'd to Storms of Jealouſy ard Doubt, Ki 
Yin 
: Fi 
He2 CV - | i 
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CY; 
Cacoethes Scribendi. 


By Mr. Pr10R. 


W HIL E faſter than his coſtive Brain indites, 
Phils's quick Hand in flowing Letters writes; 
His Caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague's, 

When he was run away with by his Legs. 

Phebus, give Philo o'er himſelf Command ; 

Quicken his Senſes, or reftram his Hand; 

Let him be kept from Paper, Pen, and Ink ; 

So may he ceaſe to write, and learn to think. 


evt. 
FRI e. 
By Mr. PRI OR. 


H 0 W old may Phyllis be, you aſk, 

Whoſe Beauty ba all Hearts engages 7 
To anſwer is no eaſy Taſk: 

For ſhe has really two Ages. 


Stiff in Brocade, and pinch'd in Stays, 

Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 
All Day let Envy view her Face; 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 


Paint, Patches, Jewels laid aſide, 
At Night, Aſtronomers agree, 

The Ev'ning has the Day bely'd ; 
And Phyllis is ſome forty-three. 
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CVII. 
By WILLIAM WaLlsn, E. 


T HRASO picks Quarrels, when he's drunk, at 


Night 3 


When ſober, in the Morning, dares not fight: 


Thrafo, to ſhun thoſe Ills that may enſue, 
Drink not at Night, or drink at Morning too. 


CVIII. 
On a very homely Lady, that patch'd much. 


JOUR homely Face, Flippanta, you diſguiſe 
With Patches, numerous as Argus Eyes: 

I own that Patching's requiſite for you ; 

For more we're pleas'd, if leſs your Face we view) 


Vet I adviſe, if my Advice you'd aſk, 
Wear but one Patch ; but be that Patch a Maſk, 


CIX. 
MART IAI, Lib. 1. Epig. 20. 


X HE N Gammar Gurton firſt T knew, 

Four Teeth in all ſhe reckon'd ; 

Comes a damn'd Cough, and whips out two, 
And t'other two, a ſecond, 


Courage, old Dame, and do not fear 
The third, whene'er it comes: 
Give me but t' other Jug of Beer, 

And I'll enſure your Gums, 
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EX. 
Written in a Lady's Table Bock. 
By WILLIAM Warsn, E/7; 


I T H what ſtrange Raptures would my Soul be 


| bleſt, 
Were but her Lock an Emblem of her Breaſt; 


As I from that all former Marks efface, 


And, uncontroul'd, put new ones in their Place; 
So might I chace all others from her Heart, 
And my own Image in the Staad 1mpart : 

But, ah! how ſhort the Bliſs would prove, if he 
Who ſeiz'd it next, might do the ſame by me. 


CXI. 
By WitL1am Warsn, E/q; 


ICH Gripe does all his Thoughts and Cunning bend, 


T'encreaſe that Wealth he wants the Soul to ſpend: 
Poor Shifter does his whole Contrivance ſet, 
To ſpend that Wealth he wants the Senſe to get. 
How nappy would appear to each his Fate, 
Had Gripe his Humour, or he G77pe's Eftate ? 


Kind Fate and Fortune, blend 'em, if you can, 
And, of two Wretches, make one happy Man. 


CX1E. 


HILST, in the Dark, on thy ſoft Hand T hung, 
And heard the ten; pting Syren, in thy Tongue ; 
What Flames, what Darts, what Anguiſh I endur'd ! 
But, when the Candle enter'd, I was cur'd. 
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CXIII. 
LUV unconcealable. 


V HO can hide Fire? if*t be 1589 light; 
If cover'd, Smoke beiray's it to tie 81 whe. 

Love is that F. re, which ſtill ſome digt 15 affords; : 

If hid, they're Sighs ; if open, they are Words. 


NIV. 


HO U - nov t always ill of me, 

[ alwa; LDCAr -H of DEE - 
But ſpite o All our INoiſe and Poth er, 
The World Lelicves nor one, nor tother. 


% og V 
4X. . 


W men to Cards may be compar'd : we play 
A Rom d or two; ; waen us'd, we throw away ; 


Take a freſh back; nor is it worth our grieving, 


Who cuts or ſhuffles with our dirty Leaving. 


V7 
£%.V 


HY do they ſay the Goadef Fortane's blind, 


Becauſe ſhe's only to th' unjuſt inclin'd ? 
This Reaſon nought her Blindneſs does declare; 
They only Fortune need, who wicked are. 


CX VII. 
Under the Picture of @ Brav, 


HIS vain Thing ſet up for a Man; 
But ſee what Fate attends him ! 
The powd'ring Barber firit began, 
The Barber-Surgeon end; him, 
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-. CAVHL 
To his falſe Miſtreſs. 
By Wittiam WALSs , Ei; 


Tor faidſt that I alone thy Heart could move, 
And that for me thou would'ſt abandon 7owe, 


I lov'd theethen, not with a Love defil'd, 


But as a Father loves his only Child. 

Ik now thee now; and, tho? I fiercer burn, 
Thou art become the Object of my Scorn. 
See what thy ralſtood gets! T muſt conſeſs, 
J love thee more, but I efteem thee leſs, 


CXIX. 


LO Z's the Wonder of her Sex: 

Tis well her Heart is tender; 

How might ſuch killing Eyes perplex, 
With Virtue to defend her? 


But Nature, graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex, but pleaſe us, 
Has, to her boundleſs Beauty, join'd 
A boundleſs Will to cale us, 


CXX, 
On an antient Lady, who paintcd, 


OSMELT4's Charms inſpire my Lays, 
Who's fair in Nature's Scorn ; 

Blooms in the Winter of her Days, 

Like Glaſtenbury Thorn. 
Coſmeliu's cruel at threeſcore; 

Like Bards in modern Plays, 
Four Acts of Life paſs'd guiltleſs o'er, 

But in che fifth ſhe ſlays. 
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i If e'er, impatient of the Bliſs, 
Into her Arms you fall; 
The plaiſter'd Fair returns the Kiſs, 
Like 7 hiſbe, thro' a Wall. 
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Imitated from BUCHANAN, 


OU oft, Corinna, aſk me, if you're fair; 
But won't believe me neither, till I ſwear, 
May I ne'er Leda win, or Helen gain, 
If ſhe, or Leda, could your pow'r attain : 
Both Gods and Men lov'd them ; but yet they had 
'Their Senſes ſtill; ——who loves Corinna, 's mad. 


eit. 
MART. Epig. 58. Lib. 1. 


ODU aſk, dear Will, what we diſdain,” 
What Girls our Fancy pleaſe: 
We like not thoſe give too much Pain, 
Nor thoſe we win with Eaſe : 
For thoſe our Paſſions ſtarve, and theſe will cloy: 
The Middle only gives the greateſt Joy, 
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CXXIII. 
On a certain WMriter. 


ALF of your Book isto an Index grown : 
You give your Book Contents, your Reader none, 


S 
Y Love and ] for Kiſſes plaid; 
She would keep Stakes; I was content ; 
But when I won, ſhe would be paid; 
I, angry, aſk'd her, what ſhe meant? 
Nay, ſince, quoth ſhe, you wrangle thus in vain, 
Give me my Kiſſes back; take yours again. 


3 Hs CXXV. 
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CXXV. 
A Caſe to the Civilians. / 


OKES went, he thought, to Styles's Wife to bed; 
Nor knew his own was laid there in her Stead : 
Civilian, is the Child he then begot 

To be allow'd legitimate, or not? 
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Cxxvl. 5 3 
W EN Pontius wiſh'd, an Edict might be paſt, 1 


That Cuckolds ſhould into the Sea be caſt; 
Hs Wife, aſſenting, thus reply'd to him: 
But firſt, my Dear, I'd have you learn to ſwim. 


CxXVII. 1 


On the Picture of SUSANN A, 


USANN A's Fate with Pity we behold, 
Condemn'd to Letchers, impotent and old : 
With wond'rous Art the Pencil ſtews, ſhe fears 
The faint Addreſſes, — not the Force of Years, 


CXXVIIL. 


On BRN. JounsoN's Euft, lately ſel up i 2 
Fe ber, with the Buttons on the 
wrong Side. 


Rare Ben. Johnſon ! what, a Turn- coat grown! 
Thou ne'er wert ſuch, till thou wert clad in Stone, 
When Time thy Coat, thy only Coat, impairs ; 
Thou'lt find a Patron in a hundred Years : 
Then let not this Miſtake diſturb thy Sprite; 15 
Another Age fhall ſet thy Buttons right. e 
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CXXIX. 


x HE golden Hair, that Galla wears, 
Is hers: Who would ha' thought it? 


She ſwears tis hers ; — — and true he {wears ; 


For I know A ſhe bought it. 


CXXX. 


RYTHE E, is not Miſs Cloe's a comical Caſe ? 
She lends out her Tail, and ſhe borrows her Face, 


CXXXI. 
On the Expulſicn of a Member of the Honſe of 


Commons, for an Aitempt to brive a Member 
of a Secret Commilice. 


T O raiſe a Lach. s Fxpectations high, 


With Hopes of ſome approaching Bliſs that's nigh; 
To tempt ner to her Chamber 3 ; ſhut the Door; 
Then make Acknowledements; and do no more; 
Has ſhe not Keafon Ic loudly to e 1 


Ot the corrupt Intention of the Swain ? 
CAXXIT 


On CHEVERILL the Lawyer: 


O Cauſe, nor Client fat, will CPew'rill leeſe; 


3 ? } 
Bu „ AS 8 Come, On d th Sides | he takes Fees, 


And plealeth both: For witic he melts his Greaſe 
For this; that wins, for whom he holds Lis Peace. 


CXXXIII 
N 114. 


ORNUTU 9 call'd his Wile both Whore and Slut: 


Quoth ſhe, You'll never leave your Brawling; buf— 


But hat: quoth he: quoth ſhe, Your Poſt, or Door; 


Jor you have Horns to but, if I'm a Waore, 


CXXXIY, 
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CXXXIV. ö 
Upon one ſtealing a Pound of Candles. f 


L. finger'd Catch, to keep his Hands in Ure, 

Stole any Thing : of this you may be ſure, 

That he tur all his own, which once he handles, 

For Practice ſake did ſteal a Pound of Candles; f 
Was taken in the Act: O fooliſh Wight! _ | 
To ſteal ſuch Things, as needs muſt come to Light. 2 


CXXXV., 


On a WELSHMAN. 


Man of Wales, betwixt St. David's Day and Eaſter, 
Ran in his Hoſteſs' Score, for Cheeſe great Store, a 
Teſter : 

His Hoſteſs chalks it up behind the Door ; 
And ſays, For Cheeſe, come, Sir, diſcharge this Score: 
Cot zounds, quoth he, what meaneth theſe ? 

DIE, think, hur know not Chalk from Cheeſe | ? 


CXXXVI. 


'S LO E loves only me, ſhe vows ; 1 
| And yet will have another : 
Sa ſhe's reſole d to hate her Spouſe, 
And jilt her deareſt Lover. 


Thus Hy pocrites the Church frequent, 
Not out of pure Devotion; 

But to be counted each a Saint, Z 
And gain himſelf Promotion, * | 2 
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CXXXVII. 
For Love, 


T O love,— to live,— juſt the ſame Meaning bear; 

For he that loves not, has of Life no Share : 
Therefore a Conſort Heav'n ordain'd for Man, 
Knowing all Bleſſings had been elſe in vain. 


CXXXVIII. 
Againſt LOVE. 


18 O love,. — to periſh, — the ſame Meaning have: 
Had Man ne'er lov'd, he ne'er had been a Slave: 
When Heav'n forbad the Tree of Knowledge firſt, 

Not forming Woman, Man had ne'er been curſt. 


CXXXIX. 


TN 1D C:/a's Perſon and her Mind agree, 

D What Mortal could behold her, and be free: ? 
But Nature has, in Pity to Mankind, 

Enrich'd the Image, and defac'd the Mind, 


cxl. 
On hearing an ugly Woman ſing, 


TJ O W Shame purſue my meddling Sight! 
Would I had been all Ear, to-night ! 
Sweet is her Voice, as Flow'rs in June; 

But ne'er was Face ſo out of Tune, 


Lower than Gamut are her Eyes : 


Her Noſe does above Ela riſe ! 

Were I to chuſe myſelf a Dear, 

Not by my Eye, but by my Ear, 

could I but woo 
The Sound, without the Subſtance too. 
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Some Women are all Tongue; — and oh! 


What Joy 'twould be, were this but ſo! 
Harmonious Gods! to eaſe my Mind, 
Or ftrike her dumb, or make me blind. 


cxLI. 
On a WELSHMAN. 


MNelſeman, coming late into an Inn, 
Aſked the Maid, what Meat there was within: 
Cow-heels, ſhe anſwer'd, and a Breaſt of Mutton : 
But, quoth the Welſpman, ſince I am no Glutton, 
Either of both ſhall ſerve ; to-night the Breaſt, 
The Heels i' th' Morning; then light Meat is beſt: 
At Night he took the Breaft, and did not pay; 
I' th' Morning took his Heels, and ran away. 


XLII. 
On a bad Por. 


L a Poet! why, thou'rt merry : 
M But pr'ythee, where's thy Judgment, Ferry? 
What, he, with his damn'd Fuſtian ſtrains? 
Believe me, if to the Mules he | | 
Belongs, their Pack-horſe he muſt be, 
To bear what Pegaſus diſdains. 


CXLIII. 


On COR ACIN E. 


HAT Criſpulus is that, in a new Gown, 
All trimm d with Loops and Buttons, up and down? 
That leans there on his Arm, in private Chat 


With thy young Wife? What Ciiſpulus is that? 


He's Proctor of a Court, tnou ſay'ſt, and does 
Some Bus'neſs of thy Wife's: Thou brainleſs Gooſe, 
He does no Bus'neſs of thy Wife's, not he; 

He does thy Bus' neſs, Corac.zc, for thee, 


CXLIV. 
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CXLIV. 
To one marry d-to an old Man. 
By Mr. WAI L ER. 


IN CE thou would'ſt needs, bewitch'd with lome 
ill Charms, 

Be bury'd in thoſe monumental Arms ; 

All we can wiſh, 1s, May thar Earth lie Iight 

Upon thy tender Limbs ; and ſo good Night. 


CXLV. 
Tunc tua res agitur. 


| Jealous Merchant, that 'a Sailor met, 
Aſk'd him the Reaſon. why he meant to marry 3 


Knowing what Ill their Abſence might beget, 


That {till at Sea conſtrained are to tarry : 
Sir, quoth the Sailor, think you that to ſtrange? 
Tis done the Time while you but walk the Change. 


CXLVI. 
In uxorem optatam. 


A Batchelor would have a Wife that's wiſe, 
Fair, rich, and young, a Maiden, for his Bed, 


Nor proud, nor charliſh, but of faultleſs Size, 


A Country Houſewife, in the City bred. 
But he's a Fool, and long in vain hath ſtaid; 
He ſhould beſpeak her ; there's none ready made. 


CXLVII, 


r 


K 5 a iid. 


ot gh 


5 
\ 
F 
* 
nl 
* 
1 
* 
y 
* 
1 
* 
— 
4 
1 
5 
al 
1 
a ; 
1 
; 
7 
15 
" 8 
* D 
£ J 
1 * 
5 
1 
; o 
1 
- Eel + 
4 
3 
M5 
* 
+? 
$ * 
Ti 
48% 
1 
5 4 
K 
1 
3 
1 
| 4 
' 
», 
Ti — 
. 
N ö 
. 
* 
7 
11 a 
1 
TY 
Wt 
1 
| #4 
. 
oy 
\ 
* 
' þ 
1 
Tn 
TY 
. 
i: 4 
| * 
l  ' 
* 
1 
i 
1 
1 
Ch. 
7 : 
4 


=s 


— — * ” 
. —T... —— 
2 = —— . — 
860 > — IT. — 
_ —_— 2 os 
— TE - == : £ % 2 


. . ORR rv en ee, 997 


(160) 


CXLVII. 
MARTIAI, Lib. 1. Epig. 69. 


ET Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, fit, or walk, 
Still he can nothing but of Newia talk,; 2 
Let him eat, drink, aſk Queſtions, or diſpute ;. [| 
Still he muſt ſpeak of Nevia, or be mute. 
He writ to's Father, ending with this Line; 
I am, my lovely Nevia, ever thine, | 


CXLYIIT. 
In ſtolidum. 
A Juſtice walking o'er the frozen Thames, 


The Ice about him round began to crack: 
He ſaid to's Man, Here is ſome Danger, James; | 
1 pr'ythee, help me over on thy Back. | 1 


CXLIX. 
| | By Mr. Prior. 1 


{ | V ES, ev'ry Poet is a Fool; 


. 
— OLE ——— = _ 
Ce — rot error, he — = _ T 
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By Demonſtration Ned can ſhow it : C 
i 1 Happy, if Ned's inverted Rule : 
| 1 Prove ev'ry Fool to be a Poet, 1 
= 1 = 


The Cure of Love, 


HEN, Cloe, I confeſs my Pain, 
In gentle Words you Pity ſhow : 
But gentle Words are all in vain ; 

Such Gales my Flame but higher blow. 
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Ah! Che, would you cure the Smart, - 
Your conqu'ring Eyes have keenly wie; N 


Yourſelf, upon my bleeding Heart, 
Yourſelf, fair C/oc, muſt be laid. 


Thus, for the \ iper's Sting, we know, 
No ſurer Remedy 1s fourd, 

Than to appl. the tort'ring Foe, 
And ſqueeze his Venom on the Wound. 


CLI. 


Mritten by 4 Gen leman, 33 at e in 
a Glaſs 


HEN I revolve this evaneſcent State, 
How fleeting is its Form, how ſhort its Date! 
My Being and my Stay dependeat ſtill 
Not on my own, but on another's Will; 
J aſk myſelf, as I my Image view, 
Which is the real Shadow of the two ? 


CLIT. 
Death made eaſy. 


F Death muſt come, as oft as Breath departs, 
Then he muſt often die, who often farts; 
And if to die, be but to loſe one's Breath, 
Then Death's a Fart; and ſo a Fart for Death. 


CLIII. 
On a Riding-houſe turn'd into a Chapel. 
By Mr. FARQUHAR, 


A Chapel of the Riding- houſe is made : 

Thus we once more ſee Chriſt in Manger laid ; 
Where ſtill we find the Jockey-trade ſupply'd, 

The Laymen bridled, and the Clergy ride. ES 
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And yet the ſullen Thing, all Day, 


What Time was beſt to ſtir the Blood, 


( 162 ) 


CLIV, 


A lame BEGGAR. 
By Dr. DoNN E. 


Am unable, yonder Peggar cries, 
To ſtand, or move; if he ſays true, he ies. 


CLV. | 
The Pious HyYypPOCRITE. 


\ L 1/ 7 4s gay, but looks devout, 
And Scripture-proofs ſhe throws about, 
When firit you try to win her; 
But pull your Fob of Guineas out, 
Fee Jenny firſt, and never doubt 
To make the Saint a Sinner. 
Baxter by Day is her Delight ; 
No Chocolate muſt come in Sight, 
Before two Morning Chapters : 
But, leſt the Spleen ſhould ſpoil her quite, 
She takes a civil Friend at Night, 
To raiſe her holy Raptures. 


So have I ſeen a Glow-worm gay 
All Night her fiery Tail diſplay, 
Encourag'd by the Dark; 


Snug, in the lonely Thicket lay, 
And hid the native Spark. 


CLVI. 


TW AIR Ur, in a merry Mood, 
Conſulted her Phyfician, 


And Spirits, by Coition. 
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Quoth Woodwwnrd, If my Jn Sent s right, 


And Anſwer worth returning 
You'll find it pleaſanteſt o er > iht, 
Moſt wholſome in the akon, 


Quoth Ur/y, Then, for Pleaſure's Sake, 
Fach Ev'ning will I take it; 
And ev'ry Morning, when I wake, 


My conſtant Phyſick make it. 


Lover's Anger. 
5 Mr. PR IO R. 


S Cloe came into the Room t'other Day, 
I, peeviſh, began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 

In your Life-time you never regarded your Hour ; 
You promis'd at 'I'wo, and pray look, Child, *tis Four : 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures, nor Wheels ; 
Tis enough that tis loaded with taubles and Seals: 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 
Lord bleſs me! cry'd ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak ! ſ 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe. bud fell into my Neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a Degree ; 
But I know you would never believe one ; pray ſee, 
On the left Side my Breaſt, what a Mark it has made, 
80 ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 
That Seat of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd; 
And forgot ev'ry Word 1 deſign'd to have ſaid. 


5 CLVII. 
On Mr. HEARNE, the great ANTIO VAR. 


OX on't, ſays Time to Thomas Hearne, 
Whatever I forget, you learn, 


CLIX. 
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CLIX. 


A Lady wrote upon a Window ſome Verjes, 
intimating her Deſign of never marrying , a 


Gentleman wrote theſe Lines underneath, 


HE Lady, who this Reſolution took, | 
Wrote it on Glaſs, to ſhew it ſhould be broke. 


CLE 
To his Qui I. 
s HO U haſt been wanton : therefore it is meet, 


| Thou ſhouldſt do Penance: do it in a Sheet. 
„ 
To a Lady of Pleaſure, 


M Y Heart is proud your Chains to wear, 


But Reaſon will not ftoop : 
1 love that Angel's Face ; but fear 
The Serpent in your Hoop. 


That Circle is a magic Spell, 
To make the wiſeſt fall; 

Its Centre black and deep, like Hell, 
Contains the Dev'l and all. 


Vour Eyes diſcharge the Darts of Love: 
But, oh, what Pains ſucceed ! 

When Darts ſhall Pins and Needles prove, 
And Love, a Fire indeed, | 


61630 
CLXII. 
On a Lady ſleeping with her Face cover'd. 


DoS: EASIEST - 


O ſets the Sun, veil'd with the Shades of Light, 
To riſe with fiercer Rays of native Light : 
In Darkneſs we his tedious Abſence mourn, 


And with for Day; but at his bright keturn, 
Are dazzled, if we look; and, if too near, we burn, 


3 CLXIIT, 
The Musicar ConTEST. 


OME ſay, that Signior Bononcini, 

; Compar'd to Handel, 's a mere Ninny : 
C Others aver, that to him Handel 

1s ſcarcely fit to hold a Candle. 
Strange, that ſuch high Diſputes ſhould be 
2 Twixt Twveedledum, and Tabecaledee ! 


[ 


Cixlv. 
The LA D v's Reſolve. 


1 HIL S T Thirſt of Praiſe, and vain Deſire of Fame, 
| In ev'ry Age, is ev'ry Woman's Aim; | 
} With Courtſhip pleas d; of filly Toatters proud; 

5 Fond of a l rain, and happy in a Crowd; 

On each poor Fool beſtowing ſome kind Glance; ; 

Each Conqueſt owing to ſome looſe Advance; 

> Whilſt vain Coquets affect to be purſu'd, 

| ; And think they're virtuous, if not groſly lewd ; 

1 Let this great Maxim be my Virtue's Guide; 


In ͤ Part ſhe is to blame, who has been try'd ; 
1 He comes too near, chat comes to be deny 'd. 


CLXV. 
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CLXV. 
The GENTLEMA N' Arfwer, 


W HILS T pretty Fellows think a Woman's Fame, 
In ev'ry State, and ev'ry Age, the ſame; 
With their own Folly pleas'd, the Fair they toaſt ; 

And, where they leaſt are happy, iwear they're moſt ; 
No Diff rence making 'twixt Coquet and Prude ; 

And ſhe that ſeems, yet 1s not really lewd ; 

Whilſt thus they think, and thus they vainly live; 

And taſte no Joys, but what their Fancies give; 

Let this great Maxim be my Actions Guide ; 
May I ne'er hope, tho' I am ne'er deny'd ; | 
Nor think a Woman won, that's willing to be try'd. 


CLXVI. 


On a dumb Boy, very beautiful, and of great 
Duickneſs of Parts. 


Written by a LaDv. 


Sing the Boy, who, gagg'd and bound, 
Has been, by Nature, robb'd of Sound; 
Yet has ſhe found a gen'rous Way, 
One Loſs, by many Gifts, to pay. 
His Voice indeed ſhe cloſe confin'd; 
But bleſs'd him with a ſpeaking Mind: 
And ev'ry Muſcle of his Face 
Diſcourſes with peculiar Grace : 
The Ladies, tattling o'er their Tea, 
Might learn to charm, by copying thee. 
If Silence thus can Man become, 
All Women-beauties ſhould be dumb. 
Then, happy Boy, no more complain; 
Nor think thy Loſs of Speech a Pain: 
Nature has us'd thee like good Liquor; 
And cork'd thee, but to make thee 8 


CLXVII. 
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Written on the Window of the Deanery-Houſe 
of St. PATRICK 77 Dublin. 


Fi ( 16 7) | | 
1 CLXVIE. 5 
5 
3 


By Dr. DzLany. 


5 ; r 
＋ 1 N ee 
o r Cat 
f 42S 6 


RE the Gueſts of this Houſe ſtill doom'd to * 


* cheated ? 
Sure the Fates have decreed, they by halves ſhould by 
: treated. 


: In the Days of old 7%, if you came here to dine, 

Vou had Choice of good Meat, but no Choice of good 

| Wine: | 

In Jonathan's F Reign, if you come here to eat, 

You have Choice of good Wine, but no Choice of good 
Meat. 

O Jove, then how fully might all Sides be bleſt, 

2} Would'ft thou but agree to this humble Requelt 

Put both Deans in one; or, if that's too much Trouble, 

Inſtead of the Dean, make the Deanery double ! 


CLXVIIT. 


AL. K, Strephon, no more of what's honeſt or juſt ; 
For Friendſhip is In 'reſt, and Love is but Luſt: 
To the Purſe, and no further, the one doth extend; 
And, after Enjoyment, your Love's at an End: 
Then no longer maintain, what your Actions deny; 
Your oft broken Vows your Atertions bely : 
When I once ſee your Words wich your Practice agree, 
{Il believe you the Man, that you now ſcem to be. 
That you once have deceiv'd me, I do not complain ; 
* But 'tis my own Fault, if you cheat me again: 
For none will the Fate of that Pilot deplore, 
I Who wrecks on that Shelf, where he ſtranded before. 


Oe late Dean. 
T Dr. Swift, the pre/ent Dean, 
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CEXIX: | 1 
Lover's Reflection. 


o W ſhall I ſhake off cold Deſpair, 
And warm Amelia's Breaſt ? 


Be bold. ———— Alas ! what Lover dare, E 
Who trembles to be bleſt? 'F 


PLES; 


Written at Brigadier S——*s over a Bowl of | 
Punch, where JUP1TER and HE BE arc 
painted an the Ceiling. 


ET Jowe no more his Hebe boaſt, 

Or quaft celeſtial Wine: | 

We here have many a brighter Toaſt, 
And Nectar more divine, 


|. 
| 1 | What Place more fam'd for Mirth and Love, 
th ; : 
[ 
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| Could Art or Nature ſhow ? 
| | The merry Thund'rer rules above, 
The Brigadier below. 


Ul | CLXXI. 
| NMARTIAIL, Lib. 2. Epig. 5. 
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O walk a Mile a Friend to ſee, 3 
| Thou aſk'ſt, if I diſdain : 3 
J walk it oft; but ſee not thee ; : 
And walk it back again. 


To go a Mile to ſee thee, know, | 

My Friend, I grudge not ought : 
But then 1 grudge to travel two, 
And that, to ſee thee not. 
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- CLXXIL. 


MARTTAL, Lib. 4. Epig. 78. 


"ARUS invited me to ſup of late; 
The Food was ſcanty ; but the Wealth was great: 
Vait empty Plates, and Cups of Gold, were ſerv'd; 
My Eyes were feaſted, but my Guts were ſtarv'd. 
Varus, I did not come to gaze, but eat: 
So take away your Plates, or bring ſome Meat. 


CLXXIII 
ManTiAL, Lib. 8. Epig. 19. 


4 IN NA cries out, IT am not worth a Groat ; 
| : j POR] 1s, plague on him, what he would be thought, 


CLXXIV. 


A On ſetting up Mr. BuTLER's Monument In 
: W eſtminſter-Abbey. 


S HILST Butler, needy Wretch ! was ill alive, 
3 \ \/ No gen'rous Patron would a Dinner give: 
See him, when ſtarv'd to Death, and turn'd to Duſt, 

1 Preſented with a monumental Buſt! | 

Ihe Poet's Fate is here in Emblem ſhown ; 

2 He aſk'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 


2 a, CEXXY; 
4 By Mr. PRIOR. 
JH OW capricious were e Nature and Art to poor Nell ? 


She was painting her Cheeks, at the Time her Noſe 
fell, 


„ 1 CLXXVI. 
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CLXXVI. 


Pencil. 
'CCEPT a Miracle, inſtead of Wit; 


See two dull Lines by Stanhope's Pencil writ. 1 


CLELAXVITI. 
"The Loss. 


By. My. PRIOR: 


N a dark Corner of the Houſe, 
Poor Helen fits, and ſobs, and cries ; 
She will not ſee her loving Spouſe, 
Nor her more dear Picquet Allies: 
Unleſs ſhe finds her Eye brows, 
She'll ev'n weep out her Eyes. 


CLXXVIII. 


On a famous TO AS x. 


ELINDA has ſuch wond'rous Charms, 
Tis Heaw'n to lie within her Arms: 
And ſhe's ſo charitably given, 
She wiſhes all Mankind in Heaven. 


CLXXIX. 


E Men have many Faults ; 


Poor Women have but two '—— 


There's nothing good they ſay ; 
There's nothing good they do, 


a Gentleman, who bor. 
rod the Earl of CHESTERFIELD! s Diamond- | 3 


I 


— — 
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CLXXX. 


Hou'lt fight, if any Man call Phe Whore: 
That ſhe is thine, what can proclaim it more? 


CLXXXI. 


10 HN Dryden Enemies had three, 
Dubb'd Dick, Old Nic, and Jeremy: 
The doughty Knight was forc'd to yield; 
The other two have kept the Field: 
But had the Poet's Life been holier, 
= He'd foil'd the Devil, and the . 


„ SUSHI: 


CLXXXIT, 
In CHAUCERS's Style, 
BY Mr. PRIOR. 


AIR Suſan did her wif-hede well menteine, 
Algates aſſaulted ſore by Letchours tweine, 

| | Now, and I read aright that auntient Song, 
Olde were the Paramours, the Dame ful! Vong. 
> Had thilke ſame Tale in other Guiſe been tolde, 
Had they been yong, ee and ſhe been olde; 
That. by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer Tryal; 
Full merveillous, I wote, were ſwilk „ 
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clLxxXIII. 
On the Counteſs of DokcursTER, 
By the Earl of Dokskr. 


ROUD with the Spoils of Royal Cully, 
With falſe Pretence to Wit and Parts, 
dhe ſwaggers, like a batter'd Bully, 
= To try the Temper of Men's Hearts, 


- | Tho' ſhe appears as glitt'ring fine, 

As Gems, and Jeits, and Paint can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a Breaſt like mine: 

The Devil and Sir Daw/d take her. | 
12 CLXXXIV, 


be 
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CLXXXIV, 
Written over a BisHop*'s Door. 


5 IS a ſtrange Thing to think on, 
That old Tom of Lincoln, 
Who writ for the Reformation, 
Should ſo baſely ſubmit, 
Without Honour, or Wit, 
To be reading the Declaration, 


W hoever takes Order 

From this Satan-Recorder, 
And thinks to go out a Divine ; 

Will find it a Folly 
I expect the Ghoſt Holy; N 
*Tis the Devil, that enters the Swine. 


5 £07. OLANY. 
F Youth and Beauty fade, my Dear, 
1 Impart them wiſely, while you may: 


II ſtill they laſt, why ſhould you fear 
To give, what none can take away ? 


CLXXXVI. 
By Mr. PR IO R. 


AruocRTTUs, dear Proll, reviſit Earth; 
And with our Follies glut thy heighten'd Mirth: 


Sad Heraclitus, ſerious Wretch, return; 

In louder Grief, our greater Crimes to mourn: 
Between you both, I unconcern'd ſtand by: 
Hurt, can I laugh? and honeſt, need I cry? 


N ESE 


. ORACLE At. As pee 


E 
* 


n D 7 4 WE" * CY * wad —_— * ” 
c AT 
eee eee SI So oor eee 
e 


Xxx 


5 
4 
| CLXXXVIL. 
1 The E V E- BR ow. 
1 By Mr. P KoR. 
| L E R Eye-brow box one Morning loſt, 


3 (The beſt of Folks are oft'neſt croſs'd) 
| Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 

Her careleſs, but afflicted Maid : 

[ Put me to Bed then, wretched Fane : : 
Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 

I can behold no Mortal now; 

For what's an Eye, without a Brow ? 


» 
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CLXXXVIII. 
On the ſame, 
By Mr. PR 10 R. 


-ELEN was juſt ſlipp'd into Bed; 
4 Her Eye-brows on the Toilet lay : ; 
| Away the Kitten with them fled, 
As Fees belonging to her Prey. 


For this Misfortune, careleſs Jane, 
Aſſure yourſelf, was loudly rated; 

And Madam, getting up again, 

With her own Hand the Mouſe-trap baited. 


on little Things, as Sages write, 
| q Depends our human Joy, or Sorrow: 
If we don't catch a Mouſe to-night, 
Alas! no o Eye. brows for to-morrow. 


0-6 CLXXXIX. 
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CLXXXIX. 4 
On Lady Ess Ex, who was Dureh Woman 


HE braveſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame, 
| From Belgia's happy Clime, Britannia drew a 
One pregnant Cloud, we find, does often frame 
The awful T hunder, and the gentle Dew. 
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cxc. [7 
On a boſly MARRIAGE, 


 Arry'd! ! *tis well! a mighty Bleſſing! 
But poor's the Joy, no Coin poſſeſſing. 
In antient I imes, wuen Folk did wed, 
Twas to be one at Board and Bed : 
But hard's his Caſe, wno can't afford 13 
His Charmer either Bed or Board. . £ 


CAC 


Dream'd, that, bury'd in my Fellow Clay, 

Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay : 
And, as ſo mean a Neighbour ſhock'd my Pride, 
Thus, like a Corpſe of Conſequence, I cry'd : 
Scoundrel, begone ; and henceſorth touch me not; 
More Manners learn; and, at a Diſtance, rot. 
How ! Scoundrel ! 1a a haughtier Tone, cry'd he 
Proud Lump of Dirt, ] ſcorn thy Words, and thee ; 
Here all are equal; now thy Caſe is mine; 
This is my Rotting place, and that 1 is thine, 


| CXCII, 
On the Lady Haak RIOT GODOLPHIN, 


\ODOLPHIN's eaſy, and unpractis'd Air, | 
Gains without Art, and governs with Care: 
Her conqu'ring Kace with various Fate ſurprize; 


Who 'ſcape Vein. Arms, are Captives to her Eyes. 
CXCH J. 
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The Robber rod d. 


Certain Prieſt had hoarded up 
A Maſs of ſecret Gold; 
And, where he might beſtow it ſaſe, 
He knew not ta be bold. 


At laſt it came. into his 'Thought, 
To lock it in a Cheſt, 

Within the Chancel ; and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus d. 

A merry Grig, whoſe greedy Mind 
Did long for ſuch a Prey, 


Reſpecting not the ſacred Words, 


That on the Caſket lay, 


Took out the Gold; and blotting out 
The Prieſt's Inicript thereon, 

Wrote, RESURREXIT, n eſt hic; 
Your God is roſe, and gone. 


5 Nei. 
HEN Iſrael's Daughters mourn'd their paſt Of- 
| fences, 1 | 
They dealt in Sackcloth, and turn'd Cinder-wenches : 
The Richmond fair ones ne' er will ſpoil their Locks; 
They uſe white Powder, and wear Holland Smocks. 
O beauteous Church ! where Females think clean Linnen 


As decent to repent in, as to ſin in. 


CXC. 


The Emperor A DñRIAN's Verſes, to his Soul, 
imitated. 


By Mr. PR ILO R. 


OOR, little, pretty, flutt'ring Thing, 
Muſt we no longer live together ? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 
To take thy Flight, the Lord knows whither > _ 
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| FOR 
Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly, 
Lies all neglected, all forgot; 
And, penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, 
Thou dread'ſt, and hop'ſt, thou know'ſt not what. 


-CXCVI. 
A True Maron. 
By Mr. PRioR. 
TO, no, for my Virginity, 8 
When I loſe that, ſays Roſe, I'll die. 


Pehind the Elms, laſt Night, cry'd Dich, 
Hehe, were you not——extremely ſick ?_ 


CXCVII. 


On a certain POET, 


FTP HY Verſes are eternal, O my rriend 


For he that reads them, reads them 70 no end. 


CXC VIII.. 
The Labv's Offering of her Looking Glaſs t6 


VENUS. 
By Mr. PRI OR. 
TENUS, take my votive Glaſs : 


' $8ince I am not what I was, 
What, from this Day, I ſhall be, 
Ven s, let me never ſee. . 


* This is an excellent Tranſlation of that Epigram in 


Auſonius, in which Lais is ſuppos' d to offer her Mirror to 
Venus: we can't but obſerve, that our Poet has as copiouſly 
done, in four ſport Verſes, what the Latin has taken the ſame 
Number of Hexameter and Pentameter for, 


CXCIX. 
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CXCIX. 


On the Tranſlation of Su Tox Tus by Dr. Pui- 


LEMON HolLL AND, who had tranſlated ſeve- 
ral Authors. 


YHILEMON with Tranſlations fo doth fill us, 
He will not let Szetonius be tranguillus. 


CC, 


E Mr. Cornetivs Mag TEN, (a contented 


SES 225 
F 


Cuckold.) 


TIGRELIO leads a marry'd Life, 
Not with his own, but's N «ad s Wife: 


g Ian knows it to be thus 3 


But he's Cornelius tacitus. 
e. | 
The Lady's WIS H. 


F it be true, celeſtial Pow'rs, 
That you have form'd me fair; 


And yet, in all my vaineſt Hours, 


My Mind has been my Care: 


Then, in Return, I beg this Grace; 


As you were ever kind, 


What envious Time takes from my Face, 


Beſto v upon my Mind. 


eln 


7 
3 
. 
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3 lat Opera, like a Pill'ry, may be ſaid 


To nail our Ears dowa, and expoſe our Head, 
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CCIII. | 
ACK, eating rotten Cheeſe, did ſay, 
Like Samp/on, I my Thouſands ſlay ; 
1 vow, quoth Roger, ſo you do, 
And with the ſelf ſame Weapon too. 


% * Y N 3 
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CCLY, 


FRIES Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 
What Reaſon can be given, 


vince Marriage is a holy Thing 


That there are none in Heaven? 
There are no Women, he reply'd; 
She quick returns the Jeſt ; 
Women there are, but I'm afraid 
They cannot find a Prieſt. 


Seu. 
Written by Sir WALTER RALEIGH, on the Su 
of Candle, the Night before his Execution, 


"NOwards fear to die, but Courage ſtout, 
Rather than live in Snuff, will be put out. 


COVE 
Hyſick each Morn is 's Care, 
Each Night ſhe plays a Pool; 
One helps her to an eaſy Chair, 
The other to a Stool. 


CCVII. 


On Dean SwirT*s building and endowing an Hs. 
ſpital for Lunaticks. 


O Madneſs, Swift bequeaths his whole Eftate ; 
Let us not wonder; Sab. is right in that; 
For 'tis a Rule, as all our Lawyers know. = 
Mens Fortunes to the next a-kia ſhould go; . 
And 'tis as ſure, unleſs old Bards have ly'd, 
Great Wits to Madneſs are moſt near ally'd. 


( 179 ) 


1 CCVIIL. 
On Sir MarMapukE WVVILI's receiving three 


Letters by the ſame Poſt, adviſing of the Death 
of his Miſtreſs, his Wife, and his Horſe. 


VE loſt my Miftreſs, Horſe, and Wife; 
I But when I think on human Life, 
I'm glad it is no worſe, 
My Wife was ugly, and a Scold ; 
My Miſtreſs was grown lean, and old; 
I'm ſorry for my Horſe. 


| CCIX. | | 
On reading the Words, One Prior, in Biſbep 
Burner's Hiſtory of his own Time. 
NE Prior and is this, this all the Fame 
The Poet from th' Hiſtorian can claim? 


No: Pr.or's \ erſe Poſterity fhall quote 
When 'tis forgot one Burnet ever wrote, 


CCX. 


FI OU beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come; 
1 Knock as you pleale, there's no body at home, 


CCXI. 


Hou'rt fair, we know't; and Maid, 'tis true; 
And rich, way we will grant that too; 

But, whilit too oft by thee 'tis ſaid, 

Thou'rt neither fair, nor rich, nor Maid, 


© "CCXIL 


% eats SARA 8 — 


B 
CCXII. 
T9 By the Earl of Doks Er. 


ORIND X's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
Uniting, caſt too fierce a Light, 


Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 


Pains not the Heart, but hurts the Sight, 


Love is a calmer, gentler Joy, 

Smooth are his Looks and ſoft his Pace; 
Her pid is a Black-guard Boy, 

That runs his Link full in your Face. 


CCxIII. 


O curb Ambition, Parſons preach, 
And Stories Poets feign; 
But what they frame, and what they teach, 
Is all, alas! in vain! 


One Remedy is yet in Store, 
Which may the Madmen ſave, 
Tell 'em that Brunſwick is no more, 
And ſhew them William's Grave. 


ccxlv. 
By Mr. WalLLIRũ. 


\IRCLES are prais'd, not that abound 

In Largeneſs, but th” exactly round: 
So Life we praiſe, that does excel], 
Nor in much Time, but acting well. 


* 


55 ccxv. 
From Sir THoMAS MoRE. 


F Evils come not, then our Fears are vain; | 1 
And, if they do, Fear but augments the Pain. : 


( 181 ) 


CCXVI. 


ExasMus's Excuſe to Sir TroMas MoRE for 
Aetaining his Horſe, 


F the Body i in the Bread, 
Tho' ne'er ſeen, what you ſaid, 
Believe you receive, you receive it: 
Of your Nag, I maintain, 
If you ne'er ſee't again, 


OS 
Believe that you have, and you have it, 


CCXVII. 


lifes are Prologues, which forerun 
A pleaſing Play to be begun: 
And, to a hungry Lover's "Taſte, 
Are Invitations to the Feaſt, 


CCXVIII. 


Reaſon does never proſper : What's the Reaſon ? 
Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it 7 reaſon, 


CCXIX. 
Dean Swirr on his own Deafneſs. 


EAF, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 
To all my Friends a Burthen grown, 
No more I hear my Church's Bell, 


Than if it rang out for my Knell: 


At Thunder now no more! ſtart, 
Than at the rumbling of a Cart : 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
I y hear a Woman's Slack. 


CCXX. 


[* all thy Humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt ſuch a touchy, teſty, pleaſant Fellow, 
aſt ſo much Wit, and Mirth, and Spleen about thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 


SRI. 


„ 


CCXXT. + 
Haughty Courtier, meeting in the Streets 3 
A Scholar, him thus inſolently greets: 
Baſe Men to take the Wall I ne' er permit; 
The Scholar ſaid, I do; and gave Him it. 


CCXXII. 
On a BEE, Srifiled in Toney. 


1-189 ROM Flow'r to Flow'r, with eager Pains, 
| See the bleſt buſy Lab'rer fly; 
When all that from her Toil ſhe gains, 
Is, in the Sweets ſhe hoards, to die. 
Tis thus, wou'd Man the Truth believe, 
With Life's ſoft Sweet, each fav'rite Joy: 
If we taſte wiſely, they relieve ; 
But, if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 
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CCXXIII. 


H O ſeeks to pleaſe all Men each Way, 
And not himſelf offend ; 
He may begin his Work to- day, 
But God knows when he'll end. 


— IEP ape 7 C 5 — * 
= . 5 - * — — 
— q 7 - 2 * 1 IF 1 _ — mn R es _=_ a 
—— r 2 ——. — — © b 7 * — — 
nee 23222 gre. — 


—— 


e IETLS n 
22 

— 

=} 


m 
2 
— xc 7 
2 L 75 * 7 [gb - — pe - - * * - -= 
338 eee Nad e 1 
3 e * 8 LSE SY I & ES 4 bY T's L — 9 9 
- r bs "Re. AT : = ae” 3 + — — 
e — — oe 4 — on - r > N # * * * —— 
— 2 — — 2 < Calf 2 — = + - 1 ———̃— — 5 — — — 
— — — — — = 
— — — a — — =” — — 
SP 8 2 dio 4 Wa 4h; a) 4 * * — bo 
E ä 
: As SS Lo >; - wy ys 
. 5 8 S Be: Ros 
wt : 23 


* Ds CH Ia 
ä 
4 —2 = Ma — 


— * * 


. . r EE 
mo, © 
— 4. — 


CCXXIV. 


On a Quarrel between Mr. FIELDING and Mrs, 
CLive, on his intending her the Part of a 
Bawd, in his Play called the WEDDING DAv. 


1 Bawd! a 1 Bated! ! where is this Scoundrel Poet! ? 
$1 Fine Work indeed ! by G— the Town ſhall know 
17 it. 
. Fielding, who heard and Tow her Gon riie, 
. Thus anſwer'd calmly : Prythee C/:we, be wiſe, 
| 1 The Part will ſuit your Humour, Taſte, and Size. 
1 wil Ye lye, ye lye, ungrateful as thou art, 
n My matchleſs Talents claim the Lady' $ Part : | 
il. i And 
il 


— . 
* MEL... 


1833) 


And all who judge, by ]J—s G—d, agree, 
None ever play'd the gay Coquet like me. 
Thus faid and {wore the celebrated Nell; 
Now judge her Genius; is ſhe Bawd or Belle? 


CCXXV. 


On CiBBr R's Declaration that he would have the 
laſs Word with Mr. Popk. 


OT H Cibber to Pope, tho" in Verſe you forecloſe, 
I'll have the laſt Word, for by G— I'll write Proſe, 
Poor Ce/ly, thy Reas'ning is none of the ſtrongeſt, 

For know the laſt Word, is the Word that laits longeſt. 


Ceœxxv.. 
In Anſwer to the foregoing. 


rity, 
Fo think of ſurviving to talk to Poſterity ; ; 
I ſaid what I meant, and it is not abſurd, 


hat with you, Mr. Pope, I will have the laſt Word. 


CCXXVII. 
The BUFFO ON. 


Diu bad prythee Cibler, ſo much of thy State, | 


That like Pope you are bleſt with the Smiles of the 
Great ; 
With both they converſe, but for different Ends, 
And ' tis (eaſy to know their Buffoons from their Friends, 


CcxXxVIII. 
The PIN. 


S Nature Herwey's Clay was blending, 
Uncertain what her Work would end 1 in, 
Whether in Female or in Male, 


A Pin dropt in, and turn'd the Scale. 


\EAR Pope, though you have, I have not the Teme-_ 
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CCXXIX. 
Motto for a SWORD. 


EVER dare draw me without Reaſon ſhewn ; 
« When drawn, ne'er put me up without Re- 
„ nown. * ” 
| An exil'd Prelate's Sword this Motto bore ; 
The Motto juſt, the Sword tho' never wore. 
From this ye fighting Heroes of the Age, 
Learn what is Valour, and know what is Sage: 
Learn that a Prelaze's Sword can teach juſt Things; 
Teach Heroes Courage, and give Law to Kings, 


CCXXX. 


AYS Watkin to Cotton, I thought my Lord G. au. r, 
(vou told me) intended to leave us no more.“ 
Says Cotton, He has not. — Says Vattin, You lie. 
* And you too, Sir John, have a Place + by the Bye. 
& I thought all your Boaſting would end in a Farce, 
& Pray N s the Broas-Buttem | ?” Says Cotton, My 
66 A "Hake 85 


CCXXXI. 


On Miſs ELEANOR AMBROSE, 4 celebrated 
Beauty in Dublin. 


By the E—l of CO—5T—R—0. 


N Flawia's Eyes is every Grace, 
She's handſome as ſhe cou'd be; 3 
With Jacob's Beauty in her Jace, 
And Eſau's where it ſhou'd be. 


* The Motto of a gore preſented to the late Dr. Atter- 
bury whe- he went out of the Tower, was, Draw me not 
without Reaſon, nor put me up without Honour. 


Which be ened to prove true. 
1 e CCXXXII, 


L 6193) 


F. BEL 


| 15 CCXXXII. 
A ANSWER. 
LAVIA's a Name a deal too free 
With Holy Writ to blend her ; 
Henceforth let Vel Suſanna be, 
And C—ft—r-d the Elder, 
CCXXXIII. 
Grace after Meat; ſpoken extempore by a Gen- 


tleman at the Table of a MiskR, who, once in 
his Life, made a ſumptuous Entertainment. 


Hanks for this M*racle, for 'tis no leſs 

3 Than to eat Manna in the Wilderneſs : 
Where Hunger reign'd, there we have found Relief, 

And ſeen the Wonder of a Chine of Beef. 

Chimnies have ſmoak'd that never ſmoak'd before, 
And we have eat, where we ſhall eat no more. 


; dme 
The Monkies. To our modern Beaux. 
By Mr. M—zrR—x: 


Hoe'er with curions Eye has rang'd 
; Through Ovid's Tales, has ſeen, 
} | How Fove, incens'd, to Monkies chang'd 
A Tribe of worthleſs Men. 

2 l een, ſoon th' offending Race 
Igntreat the injur'd Pow'r, 


To give them back the human Face; 
And Reaſon's Aid reſtore. 


1 Jove, ſooth at length, his Ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their Pray'r; 
But th? other half he bade the Wind 

Diſperſe in empty Air. 
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Scarce had the Thunderer giv'n the Nod, 
That ſhook the vaulted Skies, 

With haughtier Air the Creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled Size. 


The Hair in Curls luxuriant now 
Around their Temples ſpread ; | | | F 
The Tail that whilom hung below, 6-7 
Now dangled from the Head. 3 15 


The Head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the Face; 

It ſtill retains its native Grin, 
And all its old Grimace. 


The hollow Checks began to bl, 
That meagre look'd and wan; 

The Mouth inceflant chatter'd till, 
But mock'd the Voice of Man. 


Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Tove bade them tka their Place, 

(Reſtoring them their antient Claim) 
Among the human Race. 


Man with Contempt the Brute furrey's, 
Nor would a Name beſtow : _ 

But Woman lik'd the motley Breed, 
And call'd the Thing a Beav... 


"CEXXXVL ; 
0 Dr. SwWIr 7. 


A N's evil Genius in a Trice, 
Had ftript him of his Coin at Dice; ; 
Chloe obſerving this Diſgrace, 
On Pam cut out his rueful Face, 
By G ſays Dan, 'tis very hard, 
Cut 0 out at Dice, cut out at Card! 


CCXXXVI. 
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They always talk who never think. 
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CCXXXVI. 
A Love Song, By Dr. Swirr. 
PU D in is almi des ire, 
Mimis tres I ne ver re qui re; 
Alo veri findit a geſtis, 


His mi ſeri ne ver at reſtis. 


CcxxxvlI. 
By Dr. SWI T. On Die. 


IC, heris agro at, an da quarto finale 
Fora ringat ure nos, an da ſtringat ure tale. 


c ðXx XVII.. 


ES BIA forever on me rats 
To talk of me ſhe never fails. 
N ow hang me, but for all her Art, 
J find that I have gain'd her Heart. 
My Proof is thus : IJ plainly ſee, 
The Caſe is juſt the ſame with me; 
J curſe her every Hour ſincerely, 


. hang me, but I love her dearly. 


COXXXIX, 
Upon this Paſſage in SCALIGERIANA * 


Les allemens ne ct ſoucient pas quel Vin ils boivent pourveu- 


que ce ſoit du Vin, ni quel Latin ils parlent pourven que 
ce ſoit du Latin. 


HEN you with Hizh-Dutch Heer en dine, 
Expect falſe Latin and ſtum'd Wine: 
They never taſte who always drink, 
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CCXL. 

On Quin's comparing GarRrICK Zo WHiT- | 
FIELD, and ſaying, the People that were mad- | * 
ding after him, would return to the old Chuich, | © 
meaning himſelf. | 


By Mr. G— cx. 4 


P O PE Quin, who damns all Churches but his own, 
| Complains that Hereſy miſleads the J own, 

That Whitfield-Garrick does corrupt the Age, 

And taints the ſound Religion of the Stage. 

Thou great Infallible ! forbear to roar ; 

Thy Bulls and Errors are rever'd no more : 

Where Doctrines meet with gen'ral Approbation, 

It is not HsrzsY, but REForRmaTION. 


CCXLI. 
SUSANNAH, and the Two Elders, 


By Mr. CoBB. 


ö HE N fair Saſannah in a cool Retreat 
Of ſhady Arbors, ſhun'd the ſultry Heat, 
Two wanton Letchers to her Garden came, 
And, ruſhing furious, ſeiz'd the trembling Dame. T1 
What female Strength could do her Arms perform, 1 
And guarded well the Fort they ſtrove to ſtorm. 
The Story's antient, and (if rightly told) {2 
Young was the Lady, but the Lovers old. F 
Had the Reverſe been true ! had Authors ſung 
How that the Dame was old, the Lovers young, 
If ſhe had then a blooming Pair deny'd, 
With tempting Youth and Vigour on their Side, 
Lord ! how the Story would have ſhock'd my Creed ! 
For that had been a Miracle indeed, 
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CCXLII. 


YT; ranſlated from Buchax AN. Heginniug — 
eram Juvenis, Sc. 


O 0 R when 3 in Youth ; now worn with feeble Age 
I'm rich ; but wretched ſtill in either Stage: 
When Wealth I could enjoy | then had none; 


Now Plenty's come, all Power of Ule 1s gone. 


CCXLIII. 


On a Papls 's praying to the Statue of a Saint, 
un BUCHANAN. 


HEN you before an Image kneeling down, 
Cry, with grave Face, Our Father, to the Stone ; 
Forgive me if I ſay you ſeem to me, 
More ſenſeleſs than the Thing to which you pray; 
As you yourſelf muſt this Expreſſion own, 
For he's a Block, whoſe F ather is — ga Stone, 


CCXLIV. 


On a filly talkative Lady, at the Hot 2 at 
Briſtol. 


By the Hon T. Hv, Fl 


AM'D Stream, by whoſe retentive Force we're 
taught 
Such various and ſuch wond'rous Cures are wrought, 
Stop but the Gleet in Saccari/a's 1 ongue, 
Thy Praiſes ſhail by Ph25as' elf be ſung; 
Admire not, Reader, that call ic fo, 


Since great the Running, and irow Weakneſs too. 


CCXLY, 
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CCXLV. 


The Advantage of having two Phyſicians, 


NE prompt Phyſician like a Sculler plies, 
And all his Art, and all his Skill applies; 


Fut two Phyſicians, like a Pair of Oars, 


Convey you ſooneſt to the Stygian Shores. 


CCXLVI. 


Dean Swirr being ſent for by the Lord CARTE“ 
RET, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and 
being made to wait in the Council-Chamber 


alone, wrote with a Diamond on the Window, 


"d4 very good Lord ; *tis a very hard Taſk, 


ob. 


My Lord coming ſoon after into the Room, wrote under it 


thus: 


For a Man to wait here who has nothing to aſk, 


My very good Dean, there's few who come here, 
But have ſomething to aſk, or ſomething to fear. 


' CCXLVII. 


A Marriage Certificate. 


By Dean SwirT.. 


FT TN DER this Hedge, in ſtormy Weather, 
J join'd this Whore and Rogue together; 


And none but him who made the Thunder, 
Can put this Whore and Rogue aſunder, 


CCXLVIII. 
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CCXLEVIIT.: 
WomMan's RrsoLUTION. 


H! cry'd Arſenia, long in Wedlock bleſt, 
Her Head reclining on her Huſband's Breaſt, 
« Should Death divide thee from thy doating Wife, 
« What Comfort could be found in widow'd Life? 
« How the Thought ſhakes me]! — Heav'n my Strepbor 


| «* fave, . | 
% Or give the loſt Arſenia half his Grave,” 
Tove heard the lovely Moarte:, and approv'd ; 
« And ſhould not Wives like this, (ſaid he) be lov'd ? 
« Take the ſoft Sorrow'r at her Word; aud try, 
« How deeply rooted Woima::'s V ows can lie.” 
"Twas ſaid, and done—the tender Strephon dy'd; 
Arſenia two long Months t' out- live him try'd ; 
But in the Third—alas !—became a bride. 


© * 4% OY 
I hat is Thouc Hr? 


| HE Hermit's Solace in his Cell; 
The Fire, that warms the Poet's Brain ? 
The Lover's Heaven, or his Hell ; 
The mad Man's Sport ; the wiſe Man's Pain. 


| CCL; 


ENCE, ye deluding, ſubtle, painted Foes ; 
Back to the D—1, whence ye firſt aroſe : 

A Pack of you, ſcarce worth a ſingle Groat, 
Have Thouſands, oft ere now, reduc'd to nought : 
Women with you do paſs looſe Time away; 
You, who no leſs inconſtant are than they: 
Ye rob Mens Days of Bus'neſs and Delights; 
Of ſweet and precious Sleep ye rob their Nights: 
In ſhort, whatever Game is play'd with you, 
Knaves commonly have got the moſt to do. FP 
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COLE, 


The Petition of Juſtice Bopkxs's Horſe, to his 


Grace the Duke of NEWCASTLE. 


CYUITE worn to the Stumps, in a piteous Condition, 
I preſent to your Grace this my humble Petition: 

Full Twenty Eight stone, as all the World ſays, 

(To me it ſeems more) my plump Maſter weighs. 

A Load for a Team this, yet I all alone, 

To Claremont muſt draw him, for Help I have none: 

O'er EHer's hot Sands in a dry Summer's Day, 

How 1 ſweat and 1 chafe, and I pant all the Way: 


But when ] return, and the Draft is increas'd 


By what he has cramm'd, — a Stone at the leaſt, — 


No ſingle Horſe can be, in Conſcience, thought able 


To draw both tne Juſtice, and eke half your !'able. _ 

This my Caſe, gracious Duke, to your tender Compal- 
Dm Fo | 

J ſubmit. and O!] take it in Conſideration ;_ 


To drive with a Pair, put the Squire in the Way, 


Your Petitioner then, bound in Duty, ſhall N:zgh. 


CCLIE, - 
A Receipt to make an EpIOGRAM. 


By Lord Hervey. 


Pleaſing Subject firſt with Care provide; 
A Your Matter muſt with Nature be ſupply'd; 
Nervous your Diction, be your ...caſure long, 
Nor fear your Verſe too ſtiff, if Senſe be ſtrong: 
In proper Places proper Numbers uſe, 
And now the quicker, now the ſlower, chuſe : 
Too ſoon the Dactyl the Performance ends, 
But the ſlow Spondee coming Thoughts ſuſpends: 
Your laſt Attention on the Sting beſtow, 
To that your good or ill Succeſs you'll owe ; 
For there not Wit alone muſt ſhine, but Humour flow. 
Obſerving theſe your Epigram's compleated ; 
Nor fear 'twill tire, tho ſeven times repeated. 


EPITAPHS. 


in 


Poſt funcra Virtus, 


Monſter in a Courſe of Vice grown old, 

Leaves to his gaping Heir hi, ill gain'd Gold: 
Strait breathes his buſt; {trait are his Virtues ſown ; 
Their Date commencing with the ſculptur'd Stone. 
If on this ſpecious Marble we rely. 
Pity a Worth like his ſhould ever die! 
If Credit to his real Life we give, 
Pity a Wretch like him ſhould ever live! 
Splendid mendax. 


A Collection of humorous or merry Epitaphs. 


On a Noblemam's Jom ſbone at Woodford-Wells. 


3 that, bury'd in my Fellow Clay, 

Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay ; 
And as {o mean a Neighbour ſhock'd my Pride, 
Thus (like a Corple of Quality) I cry'd ; 
Away! thou Scoundrel ! henceforth touch me not; 
„More Manners learn, and at a Diſtance rot.” 
Thou Scoundrel! in a louder Tone, cry'd he, 
| © Proud Plump of Dirt, I ſcorn thy Words and thee ; 
| © We're equal now, I Il not an Inch reſign : 
| © This is my Dunghil, and the next is thine.“ 
Vor. II. K 2. On 
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2. On Kins Charles II. By Lord Rocheſter. 


Here lies our Sovereign Lord the King, 
Whole Word no Man relies on; 
Who never ſaid a fooliſh thing, 
Nor ever did a wile one. 


3. On a large fat Phyſician. 


Take heed, O good Traveller, and do not tread hard, 
For here hes Dr. Stratford in all this Church-yard. 


4. On Mr. Thomas Hearne, the Antiquarian. 
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1 Pox on't, ſays Time to Thomas Hearne, 
Whatever I forget, you learn, 
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5. Prior's. By himſelf. 


Courtiers and Heralds, by your Leave, 

Wil: Here lie the tones of Matthew Prior, 
1 A Son of adam and of Ewe, | 
Let Bourbon or Naſſau go higher. 
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6. From a 7 Tomb- Stone in Scotland. 


Johnnie Carnegie lies here, 
Deſcended of Adam and Ewe; 
If any can gang higher, 
Iſe willingly give him Leave. 


8 err 9 — 
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7. From a Tomb-Stone in Warwickſhire, 


Here old John Randal lies, 
Who telling of his Tale, 

Liv'd threeſcore Vears and ten, 
Such Virtue was in Ale. 

Ale was his Meat, Ale was his Drink, 
Ale did his Heart revive: 

And if he could have drunk his Ale, 
He {lull had been alive. 
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8. On Nell Bachelor, he Pye-VWaman at Oxford. 


Beneath in the Duſt, 
The old mouldy Cruſt 
Cf Nell Bachelor lately was ſhoven; 
Who was ſkill'd in the Arts 
Of Pyes, Cuſtards, and Tarts, 
And knew every Ule of the Oven. 
When ſhe'd liv'a long enough, 
_ She made her laſt Puff, | 
A Puff by her Huſband much prais'd ; 
Now here does ſhe he, 
And makes a Dirt Pye, 
In hopes that her Crust will be rais'd. 


95 On the Earl of Kildare. 
Who kill'd Kildare ? Who dar'd Xda to kill: 
Death kill'd ana Who dare. ii whom he will. 


19. In Rippon Church-Yard, 
Hic jacet vir, perpendiculariter honeſtus. 


| Thus Tranſlated. 
Here lies R. C. believe it who can, 


An upright, downright honeſt Man. 


11. On a Black Smith. 
My Sledge and Hammer both declin'd, 


My Bellows too have loit their Wind; 


My Fire's extinct, my For ge decay d, 


And in the Duſt my Vice is laid; 
My Coal is ſpent, my Iron's gone. 
My Nails are drove, my Work is done. 


12. On John Langton, 


Mluſicus & medicus Langton jacet hicce Jobaunes, 


Organa namque loqui fecerat ille quaſi, 


K 2 "Foo 
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Thus Engliſp'd. 


Muſician and Phyſician eke, 
John Langton lyeth here; 

Who made the Organs for to ſpeak, 
As if, or as it were. 


13. When the late Dutcheſs of Marlborough fur d con- 
 fiderable Reward to him that ſhould write the beſt Epi- 
taph on the Dake; Dr. Evans of Oxford, % On of 
Humour, ſent her the following Lines. 


Here lies Fob» Duke of Marlborough, 
Who run the French thorough and thorough ; 
He marry'd Sarah Fennins, Spinſter, 

Dy'd at St. James's, bury'd at Weſtminſter. 


14. Oz Richard Dyke, a Grawe- digger. 


Hic] jacet in foſsa, foſlz qui nomen habebat, 


Et tumulum, multos qui tumulavit, habet. 


Tranſlated thus. 


Here lies in a Dyke, 
Whoſe Name was the like, 


Who depoſited many a Brother : 


Now Dicæ's Turn's come round 
To lie ſnug in the Ground ; 
One good Office merits another. 


15. Ii Wells Charch- Yard, 


Here lie 1 muſt, 
Quite choak'd with Duſt, 


And deſtin'd to be ſober ; 


Tom Webb, take Care 
How thou com'ſt here, 


For, faith, here's no October. 


16. hi Glaſgow Church-Yard, in Scotland, 


Here ligs Meſs Andrew Gray, 


Of whom ne muckle Good can I fay ; = f 
3. | 


e | J 
Here Uno a Lawyer, an honeſt Man. 


| ( 197 } 

He was ne Quaker, for he had ne Spirit ; 

He was ne Papiſt, for he had ne Merit ; 
Ile was ne Tur4, for he drank muckle Wine; 
He was ne rw, for he eat muckle Swine ; 
Full forty Years he preach'd, and lee'd ; 
For which God dom'd him when he dee'd. 


Here lies the Body of Sir Jo Gui/e, 


5 No body laughs, and no body cries; 
Where his Soul is, and how it fares, \ 
No . knows, and no body cares. 


18. On the Parſon F the Pariſh. 
Come, let us rejoice, merry Boys, at his Fall, 


: 8 2 if he'd lived, he had bury'd us all. 


19. On a Caller alin? s N. fe. 


Here lies Anne Carter, 
Wife of Jobn Carter; 


| Who ſlipt her Neck out of the Collar, 


Menſis Mali 6, Anno 1728. 


20. On Stephen, the Fidler, 
Old Time and Stephen now are even, 


Stephen beat 75 ime, and Time has beat Stephen, 


21. 
Here lies the Wife of Maiſter Ford, 
I hope her Soul is with the Lord; 


But if for Hell ſhe's chang'd this Life, 
Lis better ſo than Fobn Ford's Wife. 


| 22, 
Here lies John 3 ; 


| 0 ho! does he ſo? 


There let him lie. 


2 
God Works Wonder now and then, 
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24. On Peter Randolph. 
Here lies Ras dolph Petar 


Of O/iel, the Eater; 
Whoe'er you are, tread ſoftly, I entreat you; 


For if he chance to wake, be ſure he'll eat you. 


25. Oz Sir John Vanburgh. 
Lie heavy on him, Earth, for he 
Laid many a heavy Load on thee. 


| . © 
Here lies the Body of Tomas Small, 
Spittle-Fields Weaver, and that's all. 


27, On a Miſer. 
Here lies Father Sparges, | 
Who dy'd to ſave Charges. 


228. Ancther. By Shakeſpear. 
Ten in the Hundred lies here ingrav'd, 


*Tis a Hundred to ten his Soul is not ſav'd: 
If any Man aſx, who lies in this Tomb? 
O ho ! quoth tue Devil, tis my John a Combe. 


29. On a Bailiff, 
Here lies John Trott, by Trade a Bum; 


When he dy'd, the Devil cry'd, 
Come, Jobr, come. 


1 
Here hes the Collier, Zenkin Daſhes, 
By whom Death nothing gain'd, he ſwore ; 


For living he was Duſt and Aſhes, 


And dead he was no more, 


FE On. one deaf and blind. 


T7 Fn lies old Thomas Freeman. 
Who could neither hear nor ſee Man. 


32, Here 


YI 
— 
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32. 
Here lies Dr. Evans, 


Who dy'd as he liv'd, at Sixes and Sevens. 


. 33. 
The Lord ſaw good, 
J was lopping of Wood, 


And down fell from the Tree; 


I met with a Check, 
And broke my Neck, 


| And ſo Death lopp'd off me, 


34. 
Then lies my Wife, and there let her lie; 


i She is at reſt, and ſo am J. 


35 On P. P. 5 famous Pariſh Clerk. 


| | O Reader, if thou canſt read, 


Look down upon this Stone; 


Death is a Man, do what we can, 


That never ſpareth none, 


36. On Sir Tho. Parkins, the great Wreſtler, 
Death throws me here beneath this tone, 


| The firſt Time I was ever thrown ; 
But when Chriſt comes, tho? now full low, 
I ſhall give Death the * riſing Blow. 


* R Nen. 


5 1 
Here Cornlay lies, in cold Clay clad, 


Who dy d for Want of what he had, 


38. 
Here lies John Brown, a Man of few Words, 


Who killed himſelf with eating of Curds; 
But had he been rul'd by Jau his Wife, 
| He ” OR have liv'd all the Days of his Life. 


K 4 39. 


Oz 
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39. On Ben Johnſon He Poet. 
O rare Ben Fobiſon 


40. On Dr. Walker, Author of a Book on the Engliſh 
Particles, 


Here lies Walker's Particles. 


41. On Dr. Fuller, 
Here lies Fuller's Earth. 


42. On the Founder of a College at Cambridge. 
Fui Caius, 


43. Ii Stow Gardens, 
To the Memory 
l 
S1G NOR FI po; 
An 1talian of good Extraction: 
Who came into England, 
Not to bite us, like moſt of his Country, 
But to gain an honeſt Livelihood. 
He hunted not after Fame, 
Yet acquired it: 
Regardleſs of the Praiſe of his Friends, 
But moſt ſenſible of their Love. 
Tho' he liv'd among the Great, 
Ile neither learned nor flatter'd any Vice. 
He was no Bigot, 
Nor doubted of any of the 39 Articles. 
And if to follow Nature, 
And to reſpect the Laws of Society, 
Be Philoſophy, 
He was a perfect Philoſopher. 
A faithful Friend, 
An agreeable Companion, 
A loving Huſband: 
And, tho' an /talian, 
Was diſtinguiſhed by a numerous Offspring, 
All which he lived to ſee take good Courſes. 
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In his old Age he retir'd 
To the Houſe of a Clergyman in the Country, 
Where he finiſh'd his earthly Race, 

And dy'd an Honour and Example to the whole Species. 

| Reader, 
This Stone is guiltleſs of Flattery ; 
For he, to whom it 1s inſcribed, 
| Was not a Man, 
But à 
Greyhound. 


A Collection of ridiculous EPITAPHS. 


On Richary Brooks. 
HIS Gries O Grief! hath ſwallow'd up, with 
wide and open Mouth, 
The Body of good Richard Brooke, of Wh itchurch, Hamp- 
ton- South; 


And fabeth his wedded Wife, twice twenty Years and 


one ; 


Sweet Jeſus hath their Souls in Heaven; the Ground, 
Fleſh, Skin, and Bone. 

In TFaruary, worn with Age, Day ſixteenth died he; 

From Chriſt full fifteen hundred Vears, and more by 
ninety three. 


But Death her "Twiſt of Life in May, Day 3 did 


untwine; 


From Chriſt full fifteen hundred Vears, and more by 


ninety nine. 


They left behind them, well to live, and grown to good 
Degree, 


Firſt Richard, Thomas, Robert Brooke, the 2 of 


the three. 
Elizabeth, and Barbara, this Dorothy the laſt; 


All ſix, the Knot of Nature's Love in Kindneſs keeping 
faſt. 


This Tombſtone, with the Plate thereon, thus graven fair 
and large, 


Did Robert Brooke, the youngeſt Son, make at his proper 
Charge, 
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A Citizen of London late, by faithful Service free, 

Of Merchants great Adventurers a Brother ſworn is he; 

And of the idian Company, come Gain or Loſs, a Limb; 

_ of the Goldſmiths Livery, all theſe God's Gifts to 
1m. 

This Monument of Memory in Love performed be, 

orgy thirty one, from Chriſt fixteen hundred and 
three. | | 


2. On Anne Green, a Puaker, in Ramſbury. 
Here lies a Piece of Chriſt, a Star in Duſt, 


A Wedge of Gold, a China Diſh, , that muſt 


Be us'd in Heaven, when Chriſt does feed the Juſt. 


3. Ina Church-Yargin Wiltſhire, 
Beneath this Steane lies our dear Child, 
Who's gone from we, 
For evermore, unto Fternity ; 
Where us do hope, that us ſhall goto he, 


But him can ue'er go back again to we. 


Under this Stone lies here, 
Honeſt 70%, the Pipeer. 
What old Fob» ? Nay, nay, 
What young 70%? Ay, ay. 
December, 1749. 


-v. In St. Cæcilia' Church at Rome. 


Artibus iſte pater famoſus in omnibus Adam ; 
Theologus ſummus, cardi-que- nalis erat. 


77 Pick avas thus tranſiated by an Engliſh Gentleman. 


Fam'd Father ain, learn'd to high Degree; 
A top Divine, Card-and-inal was he. | 


6. In a Church-Yard in Bedfordſhire. 


| Hic Catherina jacet, jacet Anna, jacetque Maria ; 
Hic jacet Andreas, qui lapidavit eas, T 
: 7 4 us 
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18 Thus Engliſh'd. 


Here lies Catherine, Anne and Mary Riggs. 
And honeſt Andrew, who h-m'd all their G—gs. 


7 On a Dr. of Divinity at Binſy near Oxfard. 


He dy'd of a Quinſy, 
And was bury'd at Bi. 


8. 
Alas! no more I could ſurvive, 
For I am dead and oy alive : 
And thou in time no longer ſhalt ſurvive, 
But be as dead as ay Man alive. 


* 


Here lie three Knights, Grandfather, Father and Son; 
Sir Edward, Sir Edward, and Sir Edward Litileton. 


10. 
Homo fuit quondam; laborando qui fregit collum : + 
Ille fregit collum, collum fregitq; tuum. 


Thus tranſlated, 
This was a Man, who labouring hard, did break his 


Neck in twain ;, 


He broke his Neck, and broke his N eck, and broke his. | 


Neck Again, 


In Ft. Alban's Charch-Y, 1 


Hlic jacet = om Shorthoſe, ſine Tomb, ſine Sheets, ine 
Ricnes ; 


Qui vixit fine Gown, fine Cloak, ſine Shirt, ſine Pritches, 


12. At St, John' s, Hackney. 


Here lieth Joan Onely, the onely moit faithful Wiſe of 
Fohn Onely of Warwickſvire, Eiq; to wiole Soul the 
oucly Trinity be merciful. 
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13. On Mr. Benſon, a Linen- Draper. At St. Olave's. 


Here th' earthly Part of Nilliam Benſon lies, 


Whom Robert Benſen had by Mary Lile; 
He heavenly mounted is above the Skies, 

With Wings of Faith, diſſolv'd but for a while. 
The Linen which he ſold was ne“ er ſo white, 
As is the Robe wherein his Soul is dight. 


14. On Captain Thomas Stone. 4! St. Mary's, 
Rotherhithe. - | 


As the Earth the Earth doth cover, 
So under this Stone lies another. 


15. 4t St. John Baptiſt's, at Weſtminſter, 
Here lyeth Humphry Goſling of London, Vintner, 


Of the Y/h:te Hart, of this Pariſh ; a Neighbour 


Of virtuous Behaviour, a very good Archer; 
And of honeſt Mirth, a good Company keeper. 
So well inclin'd to Poor and Rich, 

God ſend more Gœings to be ſich. 


I 6. Ibid. 


. lieth Valter Garden, come out of the Weſt. 
God give to the Soul of him good Reſt. 
pray you Neighbours, everich on, 
Pray for me, for 1 am gon, 


17. Ibid. 


Here under is entomb'd, Blanch Parry ; who died a 
Maid in the 82d Year of her Age. 


18. At St. Dunſtan's, Stepney. 


Whoever treadeth on this Stone, 
I pray you tread moſt neatly ; 

For underneath the ſame doth lie 
Your honeſt Friend, Vill. Wheatly, 


5 
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19. Ibid, 
Here lies the Body of Daniel Saul, 
Spittlzfields Weaver, and that's all. 


20. 4t Heddington. 
My Father and Mother and I, dy'd all in one Year; 
They are buried at Water-Eaton, and I am buried here. 


21. At St. Anne's, Alderſgate. 
Qu an tris i e val - tha 


dos guis ti ro um nere vit 


H ſan Chri- mi © mu la 


22. In St. Bennet's Sherehog. 


Here lieth Catherine Pettyman, 


A Maid of ſeventeen Years: 

In Sufo1k born, in London bred, 
As by her Death appears. 

With Nature's Gifts the was adorn'd, 
Of honeſt Birth and Kin; 


Her virtuous Mind, with modeſt Grace, 


Did Love of many win. 

But when ſhe ſhou'd, with honeſt Match, 
Have liv'd a wedded Life; 

Stay there, quoth Fowe, the World is naught, 
And ſhe ſhall be my Wife, 1594. 


23, On Chriſtopher Holt. (4 hallows Staining, 
Mark- Lane.) 


Our Holt, alas ! has ſtint his Hold, 
By Death call'd hence in haſte ; ; 
Whoſe Chriſtian Name being Chriſtopber, 
With Chriſt 1 is better plac'd. 


24. In All-hallows the Leſs, Thames femme, 
Jeſu, that ſuffer'd bitter Paſſion and Pain, 


Have Mercy on my Soul, John Chamberlain; 


And 
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| And my Wives two, 

| Agnes and Joan alſo. 

| The ſaid Fob deceas'd, the Sooth for to ſay, 
In the Month of December, the fourth Day ; 
The Year of our Lord God, reckoned full even, 
One thouſand four hundred fourſcore end ſeven, 


25, On Sir Thomas Fleetwood, i Lewkner Church. 
1625. 


1 Sickneſs and Death ſhook Hands, and vow'd to kill 3 

5 This noble Knight, and had at laſt their Will. | 

= For here they lock'd his Bones up in cold Clay, L 

But his white ſoaring Soul to Heaven made way; 3 

Crown'd with this glorious Prize, that half his Stairs 1 

| To Bliſs were ſtrongly built with poor Mens Prayers. 

| Religion all his Life-time made ſmooth Wings, 

| To bear him thither, where in Heav'n he ſings 

| Allelujah, to that glittering Throne, 

| The King and Judge eternal fits upon. | 

| With Diligence and Truſt, moſt exemplary, 1 

} Did William Lawrence ſerve a Prebendary ; . 
And for his Pains now paſt, before not loſt, = 

| Gain'd this Remembrance, at his Maſter's Coſt. £ 

| O read theſe Lines again ! You ſeldom find 

3 A Servant faithful and a Maſter kind. 

| Short-hand he wrote; his lower in Prime did fade; 

And haſty Death ſhort hand of him has made. | 

Well couth he Numbers; and well meaſure Land ; 

Thus doth he now the Ground whereon you ſtand, 

A Wherein he lies. So geometrical 

| Art maketh ſome, but thus will Nature all. 


1 

| 

| 27; [ 
| Underneath here ö 
| Lies my Siſter dear, 4 
As I lies here a-top: „ , 
| As we lies here | 1 
| Children dear, 3 
| Our Parents we both forgot. | 
| I 28, At 
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28. At St. Dunſtan's, Stepney. 
Here Thomas Saf#n lies interr' d: Ah why ! 
Born in New England, did in London die. 


He was the third Son of eight, begot upon 
His Mother Martha, by his Father John. 
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Anna filiola Thomæ et Mariæ Rivers; 

Infantilis innocentiæ. 

O felices parentes ! 
Si idem noſtris tumulis inſcribi poſſet epitaphium ! 
Decimus dies Junii vitam dedit, viceſimus abſtulit, 


: | Tran late thus, 
lere lies our little Baby, Nancy; 

Buy Fate cut off in her Infancy. 

How happy would her Parents be, 

If innocent and young as the ! 

That on their Tombs it could be told, 
They both had dy'd juſt ten Days old. 
Both Anne, and both of them ſhort Livers; 
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Both Daughters of Themas and Mary Rivers. 1 
5 30. On Mr. Martin Pringe, Merchant. 1 
. | At St. Stephen's, Briſtol. 1 
His painful, ſkillful Travels reach'd as far Wl 
As from the Artick to th' Antartick Star. Wl 
He made himlelf a Ship. Religion 1 nl 
His only « ompaſs, and the Truth alone 1 
His guiding Cynoſure, Faith was his Sails, Mil 
His Anchor Hope, a Hope that never tails, 1 
His Fraight was Charity, and his Return, . ; 
A fruitful Practice. In this fatal Urn 4. 
This Ship's fair Hulk is lodg'd ; but the rich Lading I} 
Is hous'd in Heaven, a Haven never fading. Fr 
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And my Wives two, 

Agnes and Joan alſo. | 
The ſaid 7% deceas'd, the Sooth for to ſay, 
In the Month of December, the fourth Day ; 
The Year of our Lord God, reckoned full even, 


One thouſand four hundred fourſcore end ſeven. 


25, On Sir Thomas Fleetwood, in Lewkner Church, 
ET 1625. 
Sickneſs and Death ſhook Hands, and vow'd to kill 
This noble Knight, and had at laſt their Will. 
For here they lock'd his Bones up in cold Clay, 
But his white ſoaring Soul to Heaven made way; 
Crown'd with this glorious Prize, that half his Stairs 
To Bliſs were ſtrongly built with poor Mens Prayers. 
Religion all his Lite-time made ſmooth Wings, 
To bear him thither, where in Heav'n he fings 
Allelujah, to that glittering Throne, 
The King and Judge eternal fits upon. 


26. 


With Diligence and Truſt, moſt exemplary, 
Did William Lawrence ſerve a Prebendary ; 
And for his Pains now paſt, before not loſt, . 
Gain'd this Remembrance, at his Maſter's Coſt. 
O read theſe Lines again ! You ſeldom find 
A Servant faithful ana a Maſter kind. 
Short-hand he wrote; his lower in Prime did fade; 


And haſty Death ſhort hand of him has made. 


Well couth he Numbers; and well meaſure Land ; 
Thus doth he now the Ground whereon you ſtand, 
Wherein he lies. So geometrical | 


Art maketh ſome, but thus will Nature all. 


5 
Underneath here 
Lies my Siſter dear, 
As I lies here a- top: 
As we lies here 
Children dear, | 
Our Parents we both forgot. 
| I | 28, At 
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Born in New England, did in London die. i 
He was the third Son of eight, begot upon ö 9 
His Mother Martha, by his Father John. # 
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Anna fliola Thomæ et Mariz Rivers; 1 
Infantilis innocentiæ. 1 

O felices parentes i. 


He made himſelf a Ship. Religion 
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28. 4: St. Dunſtan's, Stepney. | 
Here Thomas Saſen lies interr'd : Ah Why! "| 
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Si idem noſtris tumulis inſcribi poſſet epitaphium ! 
Decimus dies Junii vitam dedit, viceſimus abſtulit, 


Trenſiated thus. 


Here lies our little Baby, Nancy ; 
By Fate cut off in her Infancy. 
How happy would her Parents be, 
If innocent and young as the ! 
That on their Tombs it could be told, 
They both had dy'd juſt ten Days old. 
Both Anne, and both of them ſhort Livers ; 
Both Daughters of Thomas and Mary Rivers, 


30. On Mr. Martin Pringe, Merchant. 
At St. Stephen's, Briſtol. 


His painful, ſkillful Travels reach'd as far 
As from the Artick to th' Antartick Star, 


His only ompaſs, and the Truth alone 

His guiding Cynoſure, Faith was his Sails, 

His Anchor Hope, a Hope that never mo 

His Fraight was Charity, and his Return 

A fruitful Practice. In this fatal Urn 

This Ship's fair Hulk is lodg'd ; but the rich Lading 
Is hous'd in Heaven, a Haven never fading. 


31, Here 
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31. 
Here lies the Body of 70h a Treen, 
Who dy'd in the Year fifteen hundred and neen, 
Cn March the five and twentieth Day, 
And he that will die after him may, 


32. 
Quod fuit eſſe, quod eſt, quod non fuit eſſe quod eſſe, 
Eſſe quod eſt, non eſſe quod eſt, non eſt, erit eſſe. 


 Paraphras'd in Engliſh, 


What we have been, and what we are, 
The preſent, and the 'Time that's paſt, 
We cannot properly compare 
With what we are to be at laſt. 


Tho' we ourſelves have fancy'd Forms, 
And Beings that have never been; 

We into ſomething ſhall be turn'd, 
Which \ we have not conceiy'd or ſeen. 


33. On a Drawer at the Bell at Edmonton, avho bf his 


Life by taking too much Pilla LOS, adminiſter d by the 
 Cook- Maid. 


Hic jacet Newbury Will, 
Vitam finivit Cochiæ Pill, 
Quis adminiſtravit ? Fellamy Sue; 
Quanta quantitate ? Neſcio ; ſciſne tu? 
Ne ſaor ultra crepidam, 


Thus Engliſh'd. 


William Newbary lies here fill ; 
Pilla Cochia him did kill. 
Who preſcrib'd it? Suſan Beilamy ; ; 


In what Quantity? I don't know; can you tell me? 


Let not the Cobler go beyond his Laſt, 


34. 4. 
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| 34. As St. Michael's, Crooked-lare, 
EL Here lieth wrapt in Clay, 

5 The Body of William Wray : 

I have no more to ſay. 


$6. 
| Here lies honeſt Villiam Danvr, 
| Altho' an Attorney at Law. 


36. In Topliff Church-Yard in Yorkſhire, 
I ohn Bell of Crakehill lys under this Stein, 
Four of my own Sons laid it on my Weam. 
| 1 was a Man of my Meat, and Maſter of my Wife, 
And liv'd in my own Houſe without mickle Strife. 
If thou be'ſt a better Man in thy Time than I was in mine, 
Take this Stein off my Weam, and ly' en on Top of thine. 


37. On Joſeph Hare, @ Sexton. 


5 
Here lyes old Hare, 
Worn out with Care, 
Who whilom tol/'d the Bell, 
Could dig a Grave, 
Or /et a Stave, 
And ſay Amen full well. 


IT. 
For ſacred Song 
He'd Hopkins' Tongue, 
And Sternhold's eke alſo ; 
With Cough and Hem, 
He flood by them, 
As far's his Word would go. 


1 III. 
Full many a Feaſt, 
For Worms he dreſi d, 
Himſelf yet wanted Bread; 
But he is gone, 
With Sin and Bone, 


To /tarve em now he's dead. 
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Here take his Shade, 
And ule his Trade, 
Now he is out of Breath. 
Cover the Bones 
Of him who once 
Wrought Fournry-work for Death, 


38. On a Stumbling Horſe, 


Here lyes a Horſe beneath this Stone, 
Who living oft hath lain on one: 


A noble Steed, who as he went 


Proclaimed ſtill his great Deſcent, 
A proudly-headed Nag he was, 
And hence it often came to paſs 
That he his Feet not valued, 


But ſtill ſtood much upon his Head. 


He was no War-Horſe, yet he knew 


The Art to ſquat and lye perdue. 


Yet many Horſes train'd in Wars 
Had never half ſo many Scars; 


| There's only this ſmall Difference in't, 


Their's were by Steel, and his by Flint. 


He was no Hunter, nor did care 


To follow Chace of Fox or Hare; 


Vet had this Property of Hound, 


He ſtill was ſmelling on the Ground. 
And tho' Dame Nature did no. frame 
Him for a Finder of the Game, 
Yet were it loſt, none certainly 


Would ſooner ſtumble on't than he. 
He was no Racer, as ſome ſay, 


'Tho' ſome conclude the other way, 
And ſay for Swiftneſs he might run 
Againſt the Horſes of the Sun : 

For tho? full ſwift Don Ph@bas be, 
This would be ſooner down than he. 
For his Religion, Critick Wit 

Does vary much in gueſſing it: 


Some 


i 


Some ſay he was Conformiſt Breed 

He bow'd fo low : but ſome this Steed 
Think may for Nonconformiſt go, 

At every thing he ſtumbled to. 

Some think him Preſyter, cauſe he 
Brought Rider down to Parity. 

Bat ſome ſay no; for by this Knack 
He ftill threw Tocky from his Back. 


Some think him Papiſt, *cauſe ſo prone. 


He was to wo:ſhipping of Stone. 
Some think, again, by tripping he 
Confuted Infallibility : 


But moſt allow him, which is worſe, 


No more Religion than a Horſe. 

So now his Death's no Wonder, is't ? 
For Mother Earth long ſince he kiſs'd, 
And what it was full well did know, 
1o turn his Heels up, long ago. 

If any to inquire ſhall pleaſe 

What caus'd his Death, twas a Diſeaſe 
Call'd Epilepſy by learn'd Leech, 

But Falling--oicknets in plain Speech. 
And now, good Coroner, fince he hath 


By his own Stumbling caus'd his Death, 


In King's Highway pray let him reſt, 

With this Inſcription on his Breaſt. 
Deſpiſe me not, ye paſſing Steeds, 

Nor toſs in Scorn your loſty Heads: 


What mine is now may be your Lot ; 
For where's the Horſe that ſtumbles not? 


But fince my Charity does enjoin 
To wiſh you milder Fates than mine ; 
Whene'er'it is your hap to ſtumble, 


Oh may you trip, but never tumble. 
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39. On a Monument to the Memory of a Lady's favourite 
Bullfinch. 


By D— d G— k, Eſq. 
Ou the Front of the Stone. 


Memoriz 
Blandientis Volucris 
Hunc Lapidem 
poſuit 
G 

det hoe 
Nobil:/ime Lucie 
Officii Sui 
Teſtimonium 
quale quale eſt 
dicavit. 


D 


5 On the Right Side. 
The Goddeſſes of Wit and Love, 


Have patroniz'd the Owl and Dove; 
From whoſe Protection both lay claim, 


'To Immortality and Fame : 


Could Wit alone, or Beauty give 

To Birds the ſame Prerogative ; 

My double Claim had Fate defy'd, 
And“ Lucy's Fav'rite ne'er had dy'd. 


On the Left Side. 
Tho' here my Body lies interr'd, 
I ftill can be a tell-tale Bird ; 
If Dawid ſhould pollute theſe Shades, 


And wanton with my Lady's Maids ; 


Or Dick ſneak out to Field or Park, 


To play with Mop/y in the Dark; 
Or Vill, that noble, generous Youth, 


Should err from Wiſdom, Taſte, and Truth; 
d. 
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And bleſt with all that's fair and good, 
Should quit a Feaſt for groſſer Food: 
I'll rife again a reſtleſs Sprite, h 
Will haunt my loneſome Cage by Night; 
There ſwell my Throat and plume my Wing, 
And every Tale to Lucy ſing. 


40. On a Spaniſh Nobleman who dy'd for Lowe. 


Here lies Don Alonzo, 
Slain by a Wound receiv'd under 
His left Pap; 
The Orifice of which was fo 
Small, no Surgeon could 
Diſcover it. 


Reader; 
If thou would'ſt avoid ſo ſtrange 
a Death, 
Look not upon Lucinda's Eyes. 


41. (Of By-MWords,) 
Here lies a round Woman, who thought mighty odd 
Every Word ſhe e'er heard in this Church about God. 
To convince her of God the good Dean did endeavour, 
But ſtill in her Heart ſhe held Nature more Clever. 
Tho? he talk'd much of Virtue, her Head always run 
Upon ſomething or other, ſhe found better Fun ; 
For the Dame, by her Skill in Affairs aſtronomical, 
Imagin'd, to live in the Clouds was but comical. 
In this World, ſhe deſpis'd every Soul ſhe met here, 
And now the's in t'other, ſhe thinks it but queer, 


42. On Mr. Wray, in the Burying- Ground, Bunhill 
Fields. 


Here lyeth, wrapt in Clay, 
The Body of William Wray, 


I have no more to ſay. 


43. On 
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43. On a Stone in the Wall of Stepney Church, 


Of Carthage great I was a Stone, 

O Mortal, read with Pity ; 

Time conſumes all, it ſpareth none, 

Man, Mountain, 'Town, nor City 

T herefore O Mortals all bethink 
You, whereunto you mull, 

Since now ſuch ſtately Buildings do 

* * buried in the Duſt. 


44. On Alderman | Jones, 


Alderman Jones lockt up in a ox, 
He liv'd like a Lion and dy'd like a Fox. 


45. On Mrs. Apharra Bhen. 


Here lies a Proof that Wit can never be 
Defence enough againſt Mortality. 


46. On Thomas Ravenſcroft. 


What I gave, I have, 
What I ſpent, I had, 
What I left, I loft by not giving it. 
Obiit 20 die Aprilis. 1708. 


1 8 Church-Yard at Marle in France. 


Ci git le Fils, ci git la Mere, 
Ci git la Fille awec le Pere, 

Ci git la Sæur, ci git la Frere, 
Ci git la Femme & le Mari, 


Et ny a que trois Corps ici. 


In Engliſh thus: 


Here lies the Son, here lies the Mother, 

Here lies the Daughter with the Father, 

Here lies the Siſter, here lies the Brother, 
Here hes the Wife and Huiband to her, 
And yet but three lye buried here. 
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His Bram's Career was never ſtopping, 


6215 


48. On John pettigrew, Mini ſer at Givan near Glaſgow, 
SG. cotland. 


Here lies a Reverend Givan- Prieſt, 

Who ſore againſt his Will deceas'd : 
His Soul's co 4braham's Boſom fled, 
As by his reverend Elders ſaid: _ 


Others, who knew his youthful Toys, 


Say Sarah's rather was his Choice: 
But be't as twill his >cabbard's humbled, 
Death trip'd up his Heels, and down he rumbled, 


49. On a Perſon unknown, 


Here lyeth one was born and cryed, 
Told threeſcore Years, fell ſick and died. 


50. On Sir Jernagan. 
Jeſas Chriſt both God and Man, 
Save thy Servant Fer.agaz, 


51. On a Perſon unknown, 
Farewell vain World, I've known enough of thee, 
1 value not what thou can'ſt ſay of me; 
Thy Smiles I court not, nor thy Frowns [ fear, 
All's one to me, my Head lies quiet nere; 
What aults thou haſt ſeen in me, take care to ſhun, 
And look at home, there's ſomething to be done. 


TE; On Mr. William Prynne, by Mr. Samuel Butler. 


Under this Stone lies Tilliam Prynne, 
A Bencher late in L. coln's- Inn, 

He reſtleſs ran through thick and thin. 
This grand Scripturiaut Paper Spiller, 
This endleſs, needieſs Margin Filler, 
Was | trangely toſs d trou: Poſt to Pillar. 


But Pen witn Kheume of Gall itil] dropping, 
Till Hand « o'er Head brought rd to cropping. 
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Vet died a Maid: the more's the Pity. 


(6216) 4 
But while he this hot Humour huggs, 4 


And for more Length of Tedder tuggs 
Death fang d the Remnant of his Logg, 


5 3. On Mr, Richard Middleton, auh aicd at 18 Tears 
of Age. 
Behold in me the Life of Man, 
Compar'd by Dawzd to a Span, 
Let Friends and Parents weep no more, 
Here's all the Odds, I went before. 


54. On Mr. John Knapton, at Norwich, 


Under this Stone 

Lies John Knafpton, 

Who died juſt 

The twenty eight of Auguſt 
MXC and on, 

Of tas Church Peti-Canon. 


—5 3 3 3 4 Eg" x — 7 
& 7 a e L 4 2 12 AS. «x 7 a L 4 7 * 5 9 N N 
FFF W 3 
i p FF enn - 7 44 


55. On a Perſon Unknown. 


Here lies my poor Wife without Bed or Blanket, 
But dead as a Door-Nail, God be thanked. 


56. On Thomas Brown, at Newport in Bucks. 


Here lyeth Thomas Brown, | 
Whoſe Soul Gop pardown. 3 


9 


57. On a Perſon unknown. 


Here lyes, the Lord have Mercy on her, F 
One of her Majeftie's Maids of Honour: 3 
She was both ſlender, tall, and pretty, a 


58. On Thomas Hearne, in S7. Andrew's, London. 


Live to dye, for dye you muſt; 


And dye to live among the J uſt, mn 
59.0 
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A * 59. On Francis Breton, in St. Pancras. 

#7 Graſs, Smoke, a Flower, a Vapour, Shade, a Span, 
Serve to illuſtrate the vain Lite of Man: 

And they who longeſt live ſurvive to ſce 

The Certainty of Death, of Life the Vanity. 


60. On a Child. 
In this Marble Caſket lies 
A matchleſs Jewel of rich Price; 
Whom Nature, in the World's Diſdain, 
But ſhewed, and put it . again. 


1 Oz Tom Hicks, in Coventry, Warwickſhire. 


Here lyes Tom Hicls's Body, 
Who liv'd a Fool and dy a a Noddy. 
Gentle Reader can you tell 


Whether Fools Souls go to Heaven or Hell? 


2. On Samuel Smith, Ordinary of Newgate. 

Under this Stone 

Lies reverend Drone, 

Jo Tyburn well known; 
Who preach'd againſt Sin 
With a terrible Grin; 

In which ſome may think that he acted but oddly, 

Since he liv'd by the Wicked, and not by the anne & 
In time of great Need 
In caſe he were fee'd 


4 As antient as Paul's; 


7 But if no Money came, 

; You might hang for old Sam; 

ö And founder'd in Pſalter, 
1 Be ty'd to a Halter. 


; -'T his Prieſt was well hung, 
: TI mean with a Tongue, 
0% Vol. II. L And 
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And bold Sons of Vice 
Would diſarm in a Trice, 
And draw Tears from a Flint, 

Or the Devil was in't. 5 
If a Sinner came him nigh 
With Soul black as Chimney, 
And had but the Senſe 

To give him the Pence, 

With a little Church Paint 
He'd make him a Saint. 

He underſtood Phyſick, 

And cur'd Cough and Ptifick : 
And in ſhort all the IIIs 

That we find in the Bills, 
With a ſovereign Balm, 

The World calls a Pſalm. 

Thus his Newgate Birds, once in the S pace of a Moon, 

Tho' they liv'd to no Purpoſe, they dy d to ſome Tune. 
In Death was his Hope, 

For he liv'd by a Rope; 
Vet this by the Way, 
In his Praiſe we may ſay, 
That like a true Friend 
He his Flock did attend 
Even to the World's End: 
And car'd not to ſtart 
From Sledge or from Cart, 
Till he firſt ſaw them wear, 
Knots under their Ear, 
And mernly {wing 
In a well-twiſted String : 
But if any dy'd hard, 
And left no Reward, 
As I told you before, 
He'd inhance their old Score, 
And kill them again, 
With his murdering Pen: 
Thus he kept Sin in Awe, 
And ſupported the Law. * 
But oh! cruel Fate | 
So unkind tho' I ſay't, 
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Laſt Week to our Grief, 

Grim Death that old Thief, 

Alas and alack, 

Had the Eolavefs to pack 

This old Prieft on his Back, 

And whither he's gone 

Is not certainly known. 

But a Man may conclude 

Without being rude, 

That orthodox Sm, 

His Flock wou'd not ſham, 
And to ſhew himſelf to em a! aftor moſt civil, 
As he led, ſo he follow'd them all to the D—-1. 


Ra _ Stephen Rumbold, at Drightwell /z Oxfordſhire. 


Born Feb. 1582. 
He liv'd one hundred and ſtve, 
Sanguine and ſtrong; 
An hundred to five, 
You live not fo long. 


Dy'd March 4. 1037. 


; 64. O 4 Teung Lach. 


Here lies a Maid not foll ſixteen, 
Was Maid of Honour to the Queen; 
Men, many as Years, have lain upon her, 


And yet ſhe dy'd a Maid of Honour. 


65. On the Counteſs of Warwick. e 


Here lies Penelope Lady Rich, 

Counteſs of Varævich, (chuſe you which) 
Content with one Stone, ſee what Death can do! 
Who while ſhe liv'd was not content with two. 


606. On a very hoſt Maid. 


Here lies the Body of a beauteous Maid, 
Whoſe ſecret Parts no Man did e'er invade ; 
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(2280 
Scarce her own Hand ſhe would admit to touch, 
That Virgin Spring altho' it itch'd ſo much: 
She dy'd at eighteen Years of Age, and then 
She gave to Worms what ſhe deny'd to Men: 
But twas her laſt Requeſt, with dying Groans, 
To have no Tomb at all, if built with Stones; 
Such vig'rous Things he always us'd to wave, 
And fear'd they would difturb her in her Grave, 


67. On Me,. Creſwell. 


Beneath this Stone 

Here lyeth one, 

That I have often lain upon ; ; 

And kiſs'd her fitting, ſtanding, lying, 
And if ſhe riſe again, have at her flying. 


68. On a Drunlard. 


Bybax the Drunkard, while he liv'd would ſay, 
The more 1 drink, the more methinks I may : 
And ſee how Death hath prov'd his Saying juſt, 
For he hath drank himſelf as dry as duſt. 


69. On a Welchman. 


Here lies puried under theſe Stones, 
Shon ap Miliiams ap Shinkin ap Shoncs, 
Hur was porne in Wales, hur was kill'd in France, 
Hur went to Cott py a very Mil-ſhance, 
La yee now. 


70. On a Couple ar ho often quarrelled. 


Hic jacet ille, qui centies et mille, 
Did ſcold with his Wife: 

Cum illo jacet illa, que communis in villa, 
Did quittance his Life : 

His Name was Nick, the which was ſick, 
And that very nale; 

Her Name was Nan, who lov'd well a Man, 
So Gentlemen wa/e, | 


By the Earl of Rocheſter, 
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71. 02 John Stewart in the Chapel-Yard at Inverneſs, 
1 Scotland. 

| Hodie mihi, cras tibi. Sic tranſit Gloria Mundi. 
To Day is mine, To- morrow yours may be; 

And ſo doth paſs this World's poor Pageantry, 

my 1607. 


72. On John Beatie at Montroſe in Scotland. 


Let Earth take Earth, the Devil his Sins again, 
The World its Goods, the Soul may Heaven contain. 


73. On: 


- Jobſon, at Bath, Somerſetſhire. 


Here lyes Fo&/on the D—'s Godſon, 
Who ne'er lov'd the Poor ; 
He liv'd like a Hog, 

5 And dy'd like a Dog, 

[2 And left what he had toa Whore. 


74. On peter Rundal, at Oriel College, Oxon, 


Here lies Rundal Peter x 

Of Oriel the Eater; 

Whom Death at laſt has caten, | 
Thus is the Biter bitten. . 

This is for a Memorial 

Of Rundal the Eater of Oriel. 


75. On Dr. Evans, who wrote a Poem call'd the 
| Apparition, 


Here lies the Author of the Apparition, 

Who dy'd, God wot, but in a poor Condition, 
If, Reader, you would {hun his Fate, 

Nor write, nor preach, for Church or State: 
Pros dull, en dull, and you'll be great. 
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76. On Thomas Rymour, Maltman, at Cupar,: A 
Scotland, | 5 
Through Chriſt, I'm not inſeriour | ; 
To WV. illiam the Conqueror | 7 
Rom. 8. 37. 1 
77. On a Gamoeſter. 5 
Here lies the Body of 4% Fours, 3 
Who loft his M loney and pawn'd his Cloaths 3 = 
If that you want to know his Name, 8 
"Tis Higheft, Loweſt, Jack, and Game, = 
78, On John Skelton, Poet Laureat, | 
Come -/ede, and lend me thy Torch 3 
To find a Church Yard in a Church Porch : 1 
Poverty and Poetry this Tomb doth encloſe, : 
Therefore pray be advis'd, and be N in Proſe. 3 
70. From Cambden's Remains, on the Author of the x 
Humaouriſt, 4 
Here lyeth one that was born and cry'd,. | 
Liv'd ſeveral Y ears and then he died. 5 


To which the Dece a ſcd aaded the fellewing Couplet of 


Prior's, a liltle alter'd. þ: 

His greateſt Actions which we find, : 
Were, that he waſh'd his Hands and din'd. 4 
do. On one nam d John, 5 

Death came to John | z 
And whiſper'd in his Ear, 1 

You mult die 7h; | 1 
aye hear ? | F 


* 7; was his uſual Cuſlom in Company, ab hen he ſaid 
any thing, to as, D'ye hear ? And if any faid he did not, 
John 00d reply, No matter, I've ſaid. 
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Quoth John to Death, 
The News is bad: 


No matter, quoth Death, 
Pee ſaid. 


81. 
Here lies honeſt Steben, with Mary his Bride, 
Who merrily liv'd, and chearfully dy'd 
They laugh'd and they lov'd, and ak while ey were 
able, 
But now they are forc'd to knock under the Table. 
This Marble, which formerly ſerv'd them to drink on, 
Now covers their Bodies, a fad thing to think on, 
That do what one can to moiſten one's Clay, 


»Twill one Day be Aſhes, and moulder away. 


82, 
Beneath this ſilent Stone is laid, 
A noiſy, antiquated Maid ; 
Who from her Cradle talk' d till Death, 
And ne'er before was out of Breath. 
Whether ſhe's bleſs'd we cannot tell ; 
For, if ſhe talks not, ſhe's in Hell : 
If ſhe's in Heaven ſhe's there unbleſt; 


" Becauſe ſhe hates a Place of Reſt, 


L4 RIDDLES. 
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8 on 
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RIDDEES, 


2 


ROM Heav'n at firſt with Lucifer I fell, 
But left him in his Paſſage down to Hell; 
Man entertain d and lodg'd me in his Breaſt, 
And none without me can have Eaſe or Ret. 
Jam the Staff cf Ape, the fick Ian's Health, 
The Pris'ner's Freedom, and the poor Man's Wealth; 
And tno' ſome call me falſe, and others vain, 
J lead the Way to what all ſeek to gain: 
No ivlan without me wou'd a Miſtreſs court, 
Nor croſs the Seas unto a Foreign Port : 
I've told you what I am, and whence I came, 
Now tell me, if you can, what is my Name. 


REES: I FS 9 2 „ ee — : 


II. 


RED in the Womb of Mother Earth, 
Unſeen by mortal Eyes, 

Till Nature ripens to the Birth, 

And tuen I upwards riſe, 


T take a Run on Earth below, 
Can ſtand yet have no Feet, 

I take a kound, yet cannot go, 
And then I mount my Height, 


When tow'ring aloft, I fly, 1 
And beat the gentle Air, | x 
Protected from th' inclement Sky, n 
Yet all its Storms can bear. | F 


When Mortals are involv'd in IIls, 
I fing with mournful Voice, 

If Mirth their Hearts with Gladneſs fills, 
I celebrate their Joys. 
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T, like the glorious Sun above, 
Who rounds the Globe with Light, 
In Motion circular do move : 
Have Beams tho' not ſo bright. 


I headſtrong and unruly grow, 
If left unto my Will, 
Which always proves my Overthrow, 
And, ſometimes, others kill. 3 


T, like the Moon in clouded Air, 
Around i'th' Dark do range, 

Like her, my Movement's regular, 
Like her, am giv'n to change. 


And, as the Lark, with warbling Throat, 
Aſcends upon the Wing, 

So I lift up my chearful Note, 
And as I mount, I ing, 


111. 


 Liv'd before the Flood, yet ſtill am young, 
I ſpeak all Languages, yet have no Tongue, 


In Deſarts was I bred ; I know no Schools, 


Nor ever underſtood the Grammar Rules ; 3 
Yet when the courtly Gallant talks with me, 
I've as polite a DialeQ as he. 

I ſympathize with all in Joy or Pain, 

Laugh with the Merry, with the Sad complain; 
By Nature taught ſuch an obliging Way, 
That if you hold Diſcourſe with me all Day, 

I never can dilient from what you ſay. 

I'm with you i1 the Woods, and on the Plain, 
Yet all the while inviſible remain. 

I'm now in Fran e, in Spain, in England too 
Next Moment I'm in C ina or Peru. 


Yet Leas to walk with. Nature did deny, 


Nor have 1 Fins to ſwim, or Wings to fly. 
Tho? Thouſands do, I ne'er ſhall, die of Age, 


Till the laſt Conflagration clears the Stage, 


L s Wy 


_— 2 
— * 


— : N : 


F 
7 
þ 
” 


* 2 


ee —— : 2 


. CES 23 42 - 
Fr ©” Ros — 


— : 
Ci rt oe 
hen. — ot 


wo 


lt — ; — 2 7” C — E 7 7 9 fog es 
k — — > ( 2 rn 0 EC LEN PPP 


— _— + 
"Sade 3; 


„ 
— 


4 
x 4 
. 
Lt 
= 
DT 
25 
£7 
N. : 
A ., 
& 
1 
2 
1 
: 
vs 
by 
8 
* 
. 
. 
4 
7 
q . 
1 
* 
ie * 
E 
7 
. 1. 
1 2 
1 
7 
„ 
«a : 
tn 
* 
. 
* 
* 7 
77 
14 
. 
1 
\ * 
AA 
3”; 
© 
* 
771 
N. 
. 
R hy 
* 
t# 4 
12 
17 
1 
o % 
E. 
1 
7 
1 
. 8 
4 
I. 
. # 
b 
1 
Ys. 
* 9 
uw 
Jy 
[2 
5 
a x 
jy 
4 
1 
* 
* 
7 
x 
o 


— 
** 


* — 
— 


( 226 ) 


| IV. 3 

| HO” Kings and Princes my Acquaintance be, I 
To Beggars J diſpenſe my Company. i 

Jn diff' rent Snapes, and diff rent Poſtures dreſt. ? 
I'm a beloved and a hated Gueſt. 2 
Sometimes {I'm ſuch a ſtrange prepoſterous Thing) PZ, 


J ſooth a veggar and inſult a King 

In me a thouſand Contradictions lie, 

I'm too too often dead, yet never die. 

T is J that chiefly grieve and chiefiy pleaſe, 
Create the greateſt Anguiſh, and the greateſt Eaſe; 
I'ra mild and calm, yet rough and ftormy too, 

A Boſom Friend, and yet an Inmate Foe. 
Unicen, I all i aings ſee, and 'tis in me, 

(Tho' I'm no Glaſ that thay themſelves do fee. 
There's none but Hd himſelf, knows more of Man 
Than I. MN lolve this Riddle if you can, 


DEF OR creating Nature will'd 0 

hat Atoms into Form ſhou'd jar, 8 

By me the boundleſs Space was fill' d, : 
On me was built the firſt made Star. 


For me the Saint will break his Word; 


By tae proud Atheiſt 'm rever'd ; 5 
t me the Cownrs draus his Sword, 2 
And by the Hers I am fear'd. 
Scorn'd by the meek and humble Mind, 
Vet o: ten by the Vain poſſeſt; 
Head by the Deaf, ſcen by the Blind, 
And to the trou!d Cinſcience Reſt. 
Thau Wiſcom's ſacred Self I'm wiſer, 
And yet by ev'ry Biorkhead known; 
I'm freely given by the Miſer, 
_ Kept by the Prodigal alone. 


6 
The * *** God bleſs him! as ('tis ſaid) 
At me is {ſometimes in a Paſſion ; 
Yet even Him I can perſuade, 
To act againſt his Inclination. 


As Vice deform'd, as Virtue fair, 
The Courfier's Loſs, the Patriot's Gains, 
The Poet's Purſe, the Coxcomb's Care, 
Read, and you'll have me for your Pains, 


VI. 


N Youth exalted high in Air, 

Or bathing in the Water: fair; 
Nature to form me took Delight, 
And clad my Body all in White : 
My Perſon tall, and ſlender Waſte, 
On either Side with Fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that Tyrant Man eſpy'd, 


And dragg'd me from my Mother's Side: 
No Wonder now I look ſo thin; 


The Tyrant ſtrip'd me to the Skin: 


My Sli he floy'd, my Hair he cropt, 


At Head and Foot my Body lopt: 


And then, with Heart more hard than Stone, 
He pick'd my Marrow from the Bone. 

To vex me more he took a Freak, 

To lit my Tongue and make me ſpeak: 

But, that which wonderful appears, , 
I ſpeak to Eyes, and not to Ears. 

He oft employs me in Diſguiſe, 

And males me tell a thouſand Lies: 

To me he chiefiy gives in Truſt 

To pleaſe his Malice, or bis Luſt, 

From me no Secret he can hide; 


1 ee nis Vanity and Pride: 


And my. Delight is to expoſe 

His Follics to H is greateſt Foes, 
All Languages 1 can command, 

Yet not a Word I underſtand, 


Without 


228) 
Without my Aid the . Divine 


In Learning wou'd not know a Line 

The Lawyer muſt forget his lending, 

The Scholar cou'd not ſhew his Reading. 
Nay Man, my Maſter, is my Slave ; L 

I give Command to kill or fave, | | g 

Can grant ten Thouſand Pounds a Year, ö 

And make a Beggar's Brat a Peer. 
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But while I thus my Life relate, : 
I only haſten on my Fate. | 
My Tongue is black, my Mouth is furr' d, : 
I hardly now can force a Word. ? 
I] die unpity'd and forgot; C 4 


And on ſome Dunghil left to rot, 


VII. 


O capricious am I, that if Monarchs ſhou'd ofer 


Their Kingdoms, I ſcarce would accept of their 
- Proffer ; 


Since no Land in the World I ever could find, 

T hat ſuited exactly the Turn of my Mind: 

Yet guiltleſs I often am plac'd under Ground, 

But return from my Priſon both healthy and ſound. : 
At Dinner I'm often receiv'd by the Great, 1 
When 1 go on Command, but as quickly retreat; | 
For no Art they can uſe will oblige me to ſtay, 
And | always contrive to ſlip ſoftly away. 

On the Tops of high Trees I ſometimes reſide, 
Where I tremble, tho” fear not, and ſparkle beſide. 
I'm often in Rivers ; but this I muſt ſay, 

J ſeldo m adventure to ſail on the Sea. 

The tars are my Friends; but as for the Sun, 
With Precipitation his Aidor I ſhun. 

I'm fear'd by the Antient, but lov'd by the Boy, 
Who rides on my Back, and beholds me with Joy. 
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And after all I chiefly owe 
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VIII. 


With borrow'd Silver ſhine, 

What you ſee is none of mine. 
Firſt I ſhew you but a Quarter, 
Like the Bow that guards the Tartar, 
Then the Half, and then the Whole, 
Ever dancing round the Pole. 
And what will raiſe your Admiration, 
I am not one of God's Creation, 
But ſprung (and I this Truth maintain} 
Like Pallas from my Father's Brain. 


My Beauty to the Shades below, 
Moſt wond'rous Forms you ſee me wear, 
A Man, a Woman, Lion, Bear, 

A Fiſh, a Fowl, a Cloud, a Field, 

All Figures Heav'n or Earth can yield; 


Like Daphne ſometimes in a Tree, 


Vet a am not one of all you ſee. 


IX. 


Fgotten, and born, and dying with Noiſe, 
Ihe Terror of Women, and Pleaſure of Bo 
Like the Fiction of Poets concerning the Wind, 


l'm chiefly unruly, when ſtrongeſt confin'd. 


For Silver and Gold I don't trouble my Head, 
But all I delight in is Pieces of Lead; 

Except when J trade with a Ship or a Town, 
Why then l make Pieces of Iron go down. 
One Property more I woald have you remark, 
No Lady was ever more fond of a Spark; 

The Moment I get one my Soul's all a Fre 


And I roar out my Joy, and in Tranſport expire. | 
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But heavy and dark, when you ſqueeze me together. 


1 7 
X. 
HERE is a Gate, we know full well, 

That ftands twixt Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell, 
Where many for a Paſſage venture, 
But very few are found to enter; 
Although 'tis open Night and Day, 
They for that Reaſon ſhun this Way : 
Both Dukes and Lords abhor its Wood, 
They can't come near it for their Blood, 
What other Way they take to go, 
Another Time I'll let you know. 
Yet Commoners with greateſt Eaſe, 
Can find an Entrance when they pleaſe, 
The pooreſt hither march in State, 
(Or they can never pals the Gate) ; 
Like Romon Generals triumphant, : 
And then they take a Turn and jump on t. 
If graveſt Parſons here advance, 
They cannot pais before they dance; 
There s not a Zoul, that does reſort here, 
But flrips himſelf to pay the Porter. 


, * 
. 
8 8 FRE! £ <8 


XI. 


ROM Heav'n ! fall, tho' from Earth I begin, 
No Lady alive can ſhew {uch a Skin. 
I'm bright ab au Angel, and ligh. as a Feather, 


Tho' Candor and Truth in my Aſpect I bear, 

Yet many pour Creatures I help to enſnare. 

Tho? ſo much of Heav'n appears in wy Make, 

The fouleſt Iiaprethors I cafily take. 

My Parent and i produce one another, 

The Mother the ee the Daughter the Mother. 


* | XII. 
Mop, and down. ud round about, 
et All 14 N Ori Al: 4 Ora. le Out, 
E ho * Hande: is Ha Ve np 105 dt Ci teiſure, 
They never yet CGu'd Hud wy 1Viealue, 


I'm 
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I'm found almoſt in ev'ry Garden, 
Nay, in the Compaſs of a Farthing, 
There's neither Chariot, Coach, nor Mill, 
Can move an Inch except I will. 


XIII. 


AM jet- Black, as you may ſee, 
The Son of Pitch, and gloomy N ight 3 ; 
Vet all that know me will agree, 
I'm dead except! live ia Light, 


Sometimes in Panegyric high, 
Lice lofty Pindar, I can ſoar, 
And raiſe a Virgin to the Sky, 
Or {ink her to a pocky W hore, 


My Blood this Day is very ſweet, 
'To-morrow of a bitter Juice, 
Like Milk tis cry'd about the Street, 
And ſo apply'd to diff'rent Ule, 


Moſt wond'rous is my magic Power: 


For witi one Colour | can paint; 
I'll make the Dev'l a Saint this Hour, 
Next make a Devil of 2 aint. 


Thro' diſtant Regions I can fly, 
Provide me but with Paper Wings, 

And fairly thew a {.cafon, why © 
There ſhould be _uarrels among Kings, 


And after all you'll think it odd, 
Wen learned Doctors will diſpute, 
That | ſhould point the ord of Gon, 
And thew where the, can beſt confute. 
Let Lawyers her nd ſtrain their Throats, 
is L that muß the Lands couvey, 
And ſtrip the Clients to their oats; 
Nay, give thei very $0. away. 


XIV. 
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XIV. 


VE R eating, never cloying, 
1, All devouring, all deſtroying, 
Never finding full Repaſt, 
Till I eat the World at laſt. 


XY. 


E are little airy Creatures, 
All of diff*rent Voice and F eatures, 

One of us in Glaſs is ſet, 
One of us you'll find 1n Jet, 
T'other you may ſee in Tin, 
And the Fourth a Box within, 
If the Fifth you ſhou'd purſue, 
It can never fly from you, 


XVI. 


LL of us in one you'll find. 
Brethren of a wond'rous Kind, 

Yet among us all no Brother 
Knows one Tittle of the other ; 
We in frequent Councils are, 
And our Marks of Things declare, 
Where, to us unknow n, a Clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the Dark, 
He's the Regiſter of all 
In our Ken, both great and ſmall ; 
By us forms his Caws, and Rules, 
He's our Maſter, we bis Tools; 
Yet we can, with ore iteſt Eaſe, 
Turn and wind him wiere we pleaſe, 


One of us alone can ſleep, 
Yet no Watch the reſt will Keep, 


But the oment that he cloſes, 


Ev'ry Brother elſe repoſes. 
If 
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If Wine's bought, or Vicuals dreſt, 
Cne enjoys them for the reſt. 


Pierce us all with 2 Stec! 
One for all of us will feel. 


Tho' ten thouſand Cd roar, 
Add to them ten thouſand more, 
Vet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful Sound. 


Do what is not fit to tell, 
There's but one of us can ſmell. 


XVII. 
FoxTINELLA to FLORIN DA. 


HEN on my Boſom thy bright Eyes, 
Florinda, dart their heav'nly Beams, 
I feel not the leaſt Love-Surprize, 
Yet endleſs 'i'ears low down in Streams, 
There's nought ſo beautiful in thee, 
But you may find the ſame in me. 


The Lillies of thy Skin compare 
In me you ſee them full as white, 
The Roſes of your Cheeks, I dare 
Affirm, can't glow to more Delight. 
Then, fince I ſhew as fine a Face, 
Can you refuſe a ſoft Embrace ? 


Ah lovely Nymph, thou'rt in thy Prime! 
And ſo am I whilſt thou art here ; 

But ſoon will come the fatal 'Time, 
When all we ſee ſhall diſappear. 

Tis mine to make a juſt Reflection, 

And your's to follow my Direction. 


Then 
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Then catch Admirers while you may; 
Treat not your Lovers with Diſdain ; 

For Time with Peauty flies away, | 
And there is no Return again. 

To you the ſad Account J bring, 

Life's Autumn has no ſecond Spring. 


XVIII. 


N EVER ſpeaking, ſtill awake, 
Pleaſing moſt when moſt I ſpeak, 
The Delight of Old and Young, © 
Tho" I ſpeak without a Tongue. 
Nought but one Thing can confound me, 
Many Voices joining round me; 

Then I fret, and rave and gabble, 

Like the Labourers of Babel. 

Now I am a Dog, or Cow, 

I can bark, or |! can low, 

I can bleat, or I can ſing, 


Like tne Warblers of the Spring. 


Let the love-fick Bard complain, 
And I mourn the cruel Pain; 

Let the happy Swain rejoice, 

And | join my helping Voice; 

Both are welcome, Grief or Joy, 

J with either ſport and toy, 

Tho' a Lady, I am ſtout, 

Drums and Trumpets bring me out; 
'Then I claſh and roar, and rattle, 
Join in all the Din of Battle. 
Fove, with all his loudeſt Thunder, 
When I'm vext, can't keep me under; 
Yet ſo tender is my Ear, 
That the loweſt Voice I fear; 
Much I dread the Courtier's Fate, 
When his Merit's out of Date, 


For I hate a ſilent Breath, 


And a Whiſper is my Death. 
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XIX. 


0 S T' Things by me do riſe and fall, 
A d as I pleaſe they're great and ſmall; 
Invading Foes, without Reſifia Ce) | 
With Eaſe I make to kcep their Diſtance ; 
Again, as Im diipos'd, the Foe 

Will come, tho? not a Foot they go 

Botn © ountains, Woods, and Hills. and Rocks, 
And gaining Goats, and fleecy flocks, 

And lowing Herds, and piping Swains, 
Come dancing to me o'er the Plains. 

The greateſt Whale, that ſwims the Sea, 
Does inſtantly my Pow'r obey. 

In vain from me the Sailor flies, 

The quickeſt Ship i can ſurprize, 

And turn it as have a Mind, 

And move it againii Tide and Wind. 

Nay, bring me here the talleſt Man, 

Pl ſqueeze him to a little Span, | 

Or bring a tender Child and pliant, 

You'll ſee me itretch him to a Giant; 

Nor ſhall they in the leaſt complain, 

| Becauſe my Magic gives no Pain, 


XX. 


E are little Brethren twain, 
| Arbiters of Loſs and Gain, | 
Many to our Counters run, 

Some are made, and ſome undone. ' 
But Men find it, to their Coſt, 

Few are made, but Numbers loſt. 
Tho' we play them Tricks for ever, 
Yet they always hope our Favour. 


XXI. 


Hrough the cloſe Covert of the ſhady Grove, 

One Summer's Day it was my Chance to rove,. 
Where, ſhrouded from the Sun's too ſcorching Ray, 
Stretch'd at her Eaſe, half-lumbering Cloe lay, © 

Occaſion. 
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Then catch Admirers while you may; 
Treat not your Lovers with Diſdain; 
For Time with Peauty flies away, 
And there is no Return again. 
To you the ſad Account I bring, 
Life's Autumn has no ſecond Spring. 


XVIII. 


N EVERY peaking, ſtill awake, 
Pleaſing moſt when moſt I ſpeak, 
The Delight of Old and Young, 

Tho' I ſpeak without a Tongue. 
Nought but one Thing can confound me, 
Many Voices joining round me; 

Then I fret, and rave and oabble, 
Like the Labourers of Babel. 

Now I am a Dog, or Cow, 

J can bark, or ! can low, 

I can bleat, or I can ſing, . 

Like tne Warblers of the Spring. 

Let the love-fick Bard complain, 

And I mourn the cruel Pain; 

Let the happy Swain rejoice, 

And | join my helping Voice ; 

Both are welcome, Grief or Joy, 

J with either ſport and toy. 

Tho” a Lady, I am ſtout, 

Drums and Trumpets bring me out; 
'Then I claſh and roar, and rattle, ' 
Join in all the Din of Battle. 
Jowe, with all his loudeſt Thunder, 
When I'm vext, can't keep me under 
Yet ſo tender is my Ear, 

That the loweſt Voice I fear; 

Much I dread the Courtier's Fate, 
When his Merit's out of Date, 

For I hate a ſilent Breath, 

And a Whiſper is my Death. 
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XIX. 


0 8 T Things by me do riſe and fall, : 
A d as I pleaſe they're great and ſmall; 
Invading Foes, without Reſiliai. ce, | 
With Eaſe I make to kCep their Diſtance; 
Again, as Im diipos'd, the oe 

Will come, tho' not a Foot hoy go. 

Botn ountains, Woods, and Fills, and Rocks, 
And gaiutag Goats, and fleecy rocks, 

And lowing Herds, and piping Swains, 
Come dancing to me o'er the Plains. 

The greateit Whale, that ſwims the Sea, 
Does inſtantly my Pow'r obey. 

In vain from me the Sailor flies, 

The quickeſt Ship | can ſurprize, 

And turn it as / have a Mind, 

And move it again Tide and Wind. 

Nay, bring me here the talleſt Man, 

I'll ſqueeze him to a little Span, 

Or bring a tender Child and pliant, 

Yow'll ſee me itretch him to a Giant; 

Nor ſhall they in the leaſt complain, 
Becauſe my Magic gives no Pain. 


XX. 


E are little Brethren twain, 
Arbiters of Loſs and Gain, 

Many to our Counters run, 
Some are made, and ſome undone. 
But Men find it, to their Coſt, 
Few are made, but Numbers loſt. 
Tho' we play them Tricks for ever, 
Yet they always hope our Favour. 


XXI. . 
Hrough the cloſe Covert of the ſhady Grove, 
One Summer's Day it was my Chance to rove, 
Where, ſhrouded from the Sun's too ſcorching Ray, 


Stretch'd at her Eaſe, half-ſlumbering Cloe lay. 
Occaſion 
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Occaſion ſo inviting who could miſs ? 
Softly I ſtole, and ſnatch'd a ſudden Kiſs. 
Startled at firſt, the riſing bluſh diſplay'd 
The quick Reſentment of the rufled Maid: 
Lively diſplay'd - but ſoon it over paſt 
Such bluſhing 4nger never long did laſt ! 
Quick Recoucilement muſt to Kage ſucceed, 
Where Wrongs ideal ſolid Pleaſures breed. 
Submiſſive Looks my Pardon ſoon obtain'd, 
And pardon'd Love as ſoon new Boldneſs gain'd. 
Offending thus, forgiving thus, we lay 
Long Time entranc'd with the alternate Flay ; 
"Fill warn'd, too ſoon, by envious Night, we part: 
The thrilling Joy ſtili flutters round my Heart; 
Thought ſtill, tho' fainter, paints the glowing Bliſs, 
On Fancy's Lip ftill cleaves the rapt'rous Kiſs, 
But mark the ſad Effects of caſual Love, 
And tread with Caution in the ſhady Grove. 
In due time, Cloe at my Doors appears, 
A fx'd Compoſure on her Brow ſhe wears; 
And gueſs the Cauſe ; cloſe in her Lap conceal'd 
A lovely Twin in either Hand ſhe held; 
And take, ſhe cry'd, theſe Pledges of our Love, 
Theſe Fruits you planted in the ſhady Grove. 
Soft as the downy Bloom on Cloe's Cheek, 
Smooth as the poliſh'd Ivory of her Neck, 
Warm as her Boſom, white as was her Arm, | 
So ſmooth were they and white, ſo ſoft and warm. 
Pleas'd I receiv'd them for the Giver's Sake, 
Heedleſs what-Cen{ures ſtrait-lac'd Prudes might make, 
Commliant to my forming Hand they grew, 
And with their Size encreas d Obedience due. 
As I direct they take th' appointed Bent, 
With ev'ry Motion, ev'ry Beck, conſent 
Whate' er I want, they reach with ready Hand, 
Where-e'er I go, they wait at my Command, 
Now at his Eaſe one in my Boſom lays, 
While by my Side the other Wanton plays; 
Nov this my Hand embraces, t'other free, 
Takes his full ſwing, and plays at Liberty. 


Before 
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Before me hand in hand ſometimes they move, 
Emblems of Friendſhip, and united Love; 
Sometimes behind my Icading Steps they trace 
Still cloſely knit 1n brotherly Embrace ; 
Anon on either ſide as Guards attend, 
At once adorn me, and at once defend. 

Still more and more my Love they thus engage, 
Thus ſtill ſhall cheriſh my declining Age; 
And wien th' appointed Hour of Fate ſhall coine, 
They'll follow ſtil] attendant on my I omb, 
More laſting far tnan Man's ſoon-fading Breath, 
Their Love extends beyond the Vale of Deatnu; 
They'l] hang for ever o'er my much-loved buſt 
Till they themſelves, like me, are turn'd to Duſt, 


XXII. 


| — Mortalis in un im 
Duodgue caput, vultu mutabilis, albus an ater, 


ORN from the fruitful Spot on which I grew, 

Me innocent unnumber'd Pains purſue; 
Pains more afflicting, as from Man they flow, 
From Parent Man! for Birth to Man I owe. 
Sometimes on Spikes of Steel my Nerves they rend, 
Sometimes aſunder ſplit from end to end ; 
In boiling Cauldrons now immers'd [ lie, 
Now doom'd the Rage of drying Fires to try: 
There while in double Torment fſcorch'd and drown'd, 
Faſt tied I writke the rigid Stake around. 
Laſt their fierce Hate its utmoſt Effort tries 
With all Zarbarian Pomp of Sacrifice. 
The Purple Fillet round my Jempies Wreathes, 
From every Part the ſcented ungucut breathes; 
O' er my white Locks the ſacred lower (pread 
Whilſt on the fatal Block is plac'd my Head. 
Vet with fix'd Conſtaacy I bear my Doom; 
And Conſtancy at laſt will overcome. 


From 
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From all my Tryals ! return at length, 
My Worth encreas'd, my Beauty, and my Strength. 
The {uftering Martyr thus in Torment dies, 
In fainted State more glorious to ariſe. 
And now I re- aſlume my native State, 

My Torturers now beneath their Burden ſweat, 
Slaves in their Turn to me, and think it Pride 
If on their Subject Necks I dei eign to ride. 

Yet {till my filial Duty 1 retain, 
Unchang'd by Honours, as unmov'd by Pain, 
Still co Mankind a Friend, I daily ſhed + 
My warn e{t Blefhngs on his Parent Head ; 
Aroard him ftill wita fond Embraces twine, 
As round the Elm her endrils curls the Vine; 
Nor quit him e'er till he to Reſt repairs, 
And every Morn renew my conſtaut Cares. 

Ready alike on Rich and Poor to wait; 
J ſuit myiclf to every different State. 
With Prieft in whitiſh Dreſs array'd I ſhine, 
Emblem of Purity and {ruth divine 
His ſolemn Face the Doctor owes to me, 
His ſolemn Face, to which he owes his Fee. 
At Bench, or Bar, I add a Dignity 
To th' upright Sentence, or Rhetorick Plea ; 
Hence without me no Judge explains the aws, 
Nor coifed Council pleads the puzzling Caule ; 
In fulleſt Floo s my Bounty ſhowers on them 
Profuſe, deſcending to the Garment's Hem. 
Gorgeous in ſilken Garb J grace the Beau; 
And all around ainbroſial Fragrance throw; 
Nor leſs decorous, tho' with Duſt o'erſpread, 
When to the Camp the valiant Warriors lead, 
Gorgonian Terrors to each Mien I add, 


And ſtill their weakeſt Part with Care I ſhade. 
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XXIII. 


Y Size is large, my Shape's uncouth, 
I've neither Limb nor Feature ; 
Men's Hands have form'd my Skin ſo ſmooth ; ; 


My Guts were made by Nature, 
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Nor Male nor Female is my Sex, 
You'll ſcarce believe my Troth ; 
For when I've told you all my Tricks, 
You'll {wear *tmult needs be both. 


For oft my Maſter lies with me, 
His Wife I oft enjoy ; 


Yet ſhe's no Whore, no Cuckold he, 
And true to both am J. 


My Cloaths nor Women fit, nor Men, 
They're neither Coat nor Gown ; 
Yet oft both Men and Maidens, when 

They're naked, have them on. 


When I'm upon my Legs, I lie, 

Yet Legs in truth I've none; 
And never am I ſeen ſo high 
To riſe as when I'm down. 


What's oft my Belly, is oft my Back, 

And what my Feet, my Head; | 
And though I'm up, I have a Knack, 
Of being ſtill a bed, 


XXIV. 
By Mr. PRIOR, 


Y Birth I am a Slave, yet can give you a Crown, 
I diſpoſe of all Honours, myſelf having none. 

I'm oblig'd by juſt Maxims to govern ny Life, 

Vet J hang my own Walter, and lie with his Wife. 

When Men are a gaining, I cunningly ſneak, 

And their Cudgels and Shevels away from them take, 

Fair Maidens and Ladies I by the Hand get, 

And pick of their Diamonds, though ne'er fo well ſet, 

But when I have Comrades we rob in whole Bands, 

Then we preſently take off your Land from your Hands, 

But this Fury once over, I've ſuch winning Arts, 

That yo rs me much more than you do your own 
earts. 7 TY 


XXV. 
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XXV. 
| By Mr. PRIOR. 
ESOLVE me, Chloe, what is this: 


Jr forfeit me one precious Kiſs. 
Tis the firſt Offspring of the Graces ; 
Bears different Forms in different Places ; 
Acknowledg 'd fine, where-e'er beheld ; 
Yet fancy'd finer, when conceal'd. 


Twas Flora's Wealth and Circe's Charm; 


Pandora's Box of Good ard Harm : 


"Twas Mars's With, Enaymio!'s Dream; 


Appelles' Draught, and Ovid's Theme. 
'T his guided Tbe/eus thro? the Maze; 
And ſent him home with Life and Praiſe. 
But his undid the Phr ygian Boy; 
And blew the Flames that ruin'd Trop, 
This ſhew'd great Kindneſs to old Greece, 
And help'd rich 7a/or to the Fleece. 


This thro? the Eaſt juſt Vengeance hurl'd, 


And loſt poor Anthony the World. 

Injur'd, tho? Lucrece found her Doom; 

This baniſh'd Tyranny from Rome. 

Appeas d, tho' Lais gain'd her Hire; 

This ſet Perk polis on Fire. 

For this Alcides learn'd to ſpin ; 

His Club laid down and Lion's Skin, 

For this Apollo deign'd to keep, 

With ſervile Care, a Mortal's Sheep. 

For this the Father of the Gods, 

Content to leave his high Abodes, 

In borrow'd Figures looſely ran, 

Europa's Bull, and Leda's Swan. 

For this he reaſſumes the Nod; 

(While Semele commands the God) 

Launces the Bolt, and ſhakes the Poles ; 

Though Momus laughs, and Juno ſcolds. 
Here liſt'ning Cle ſmil'd, and ſaid ; 

Your Riddle is not hard to read : 
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I gueſs it Fair one, if you do; 
Need I, alas! the Theme purſue ? 
For this thou ſeeſt, for this I leave 
Whate'er the World thinks wiſe or grave . 
Ambition, Buſineſs, Friendſhip, News, 
My uſeful Books, and ſerious Muſe. 
For his I willingly decline 
The Mirth of Feaſts, and Joys of Wine; 
And chule to fit and talk with thee, 
(As thy great Orders may decree) 
Of Cocks and Bulls, of Flutes and Fiddles, 
Of idle Tales, and fooliſh Riddles, 


| XXVI. 
H, Strepbhon, how can you deſpiſe 


Her, who, without thy Pity dies 
To Strephon L have ſtill been true, 


And of as noble Blood as you; 

Fair Iſſue of the genial Bed, 

A Virgin in thy Boſom bred; 
Embrac'd thee cloſer than a Wife; 
When thee J leave, I leave my Life. 
Why ſhould my Shepherd take amiis 


That oft I wake thee with a Kiſs ? 


Yet you of every Kiſs complain, 

Ah! is not Love a pleaſing Pain? 

A Pain which ev'ry happy Night 

You cure with Eaſe and with Delight; 

With Pleaſure, as the Poet ſings, 

Too great for Mortals leſs than Kings. 
CHLoe, when on thy Ereaſt I lie, 

Obſerves me with revengetul Eye: 

If Chloe o'er thy Heart prevail“, 

She'll tear me with her deip'rate Nails; 

And with relentleſs Hands deſtro/ 

The tender Pledges of our Joy. 

Nor have I bred a ſpurious Race; 

They all were born from thy Embrace. 
Conſider, Strephon, what you do; 

For, ſhould I die for Love of you, 

I'll haunt thy Dreams, a bloodleſs Gho? ; 

And all my Kin, a num'rous Holt, 
Vo I. II. | Who 
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Who down direct our Lineage bring 
From Victors o'er the Memphian King; 
Renown'd in Sieges and Campaigns, 
Who never fled the bloody Plains; 
Who in tempeſtuous Seas can ſport, 
And ſcorn the Pleaſures of a Court; 
From whom great Sylla found his Doom; 
Who ſcourged to Death that Scourge of Rome, 
Shall on thee take a Vengeance dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides, ſhalt expire, 
When his envenom'd Shirt he wore, 
And Skin and Fleſh in Pieces tore; 


Nor leſs that Shirt my Rival's Gift, 


Cut from the Piece that made her Shift, 

Shall in thy deareſt Blood be dy'd, 

And make thee tear thy tainted Hide. 
XXVII. 


XEpriv'd of Root, and Branch, and Rind, 


Yet Flowers I bear of ev'ry Kind ; 
And ſuch is my probfick Pow'r, 
They bloom in leſs than half an Hour: 
Yet Standers-by may plainly ſee 
They get no Nouriſhment from me. 
My Head with Giddineſs goes round ; 
And yet I firmly ſtand my Ground : 
All over naked J am ſeen, 
And painted like an Baan Queen. 
No Couple-Beggar in the Land 
E'er join'd ſuch Numbers hand in hand; 
J join them fairly with a Rig; 


Nor can our Parton blame the Thing 
And tho no Marriage-Words are ſpoke, 
They part not till the Ring is broke, 


Yet Hypocrite Fanatics cry, 

I'm but an Idol rais'd on high; 

And once a Weaver in our Town, 

A damn'd Cromwellian, knock'd me down. 
I lay a Pris'ner twenty Years, 

And then the jovial Cavaliers 

To their old Poſts reſtor'd all three, 
T mean the Church, the King, and Me. 
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XXVIII. 


An Anigmatical Repreſentation of a real 
ENTERTAINMENT. 


IRST COURSE. 


Melancholy Soup with 
crooked Sarah, 


Roaſted Furrows. Cutlets undreſs d. 


Pride reverſed 


A | 
The divine Part of A Blockhead 
a Man boiled. „55 haſned. 
The Leg of a Corn- cutter 


boiled, with Diamond Weights, 


SECOND COURSE. 
Yenus's Guides. 


A Dutch Prince An unruly Member 
in a Pudding. garniſhed with perpetual 

| 5 Motion. | 

| Move Zack. 25 

Part of the Zodiack The firſt Temptation 
buttered. in a ſmall Blaſt of Wind. 


The Grand Seignor's 
Dominions larded. 


DES ERF. 


The Loſs of a Wife, and the 
| Gain of a Huſband, in Jelly, 
Cow's Provender with Some hundred 
half Gooſeberries. . - "Thouſands, 
| Sorrowful Apples with 8 
bad Wives round them. | 
Couples. 


Buſy Bodies. 
= The Reward of a Soldier 
. in Cream, 
N eil 35 
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A Bottle of Bag. 
A Bottle of Torbay. 
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LIQUORS. 


The Joke of a Puppet-Shew A Bottle of Hill- 
made with Torture. Top. 


A Bottle of Hyp. 
| with a pretty Girl in it, 


lamentable Cloathing. 


XXIX. 
The Gulph of all human Peſſeſſions. 


By Dr. SwIy r. 


OM E hither and behold the Fruits, 
Vain Man, of all thy vain Purſuits. 
Take wiſe Advice and look behind, 
Bring all paſt Actions to thy Mind. 
Here you may ſee, as in a Glaſs, 


How ſoon all human Pleaſures paſs, 


How will it mortify thy Pride, 
To turn the true impartial Side! 
How will your Eyes contain their Tears, 
When all the ſad Reverſe appears! | 

This Cave within its Womb confines — 
The laſt Reſult of all Deſigns: og 
Here lie depoſited the Spoils b 
Of buſy Mortals endleſs Toils : 


Here, with an eaſy Search we find 


The foul Corruptions of Mankind. 
'The wretched Purchaſe here behold 
f Traytors who their Country ſold. 

his Gulph inſatiable imbibes 
The Lawyer's Fees, the Stateſman's Bribes. 
Here, in their proper Shape and Mien, 
Fraud, Pejjury, and Gull: are ſeen. 5 
5 hg Neceſlity, 


A Soldier's Habitation 


A Side Grace Cup, of N 


5 
» 
2 
12 
8 
£4 


EE. OO YON GC i ett. 0% EIB ES 


= * * 2 3 . FI * N 
r "5 : I" — 
2 ot CENTS 2 S WD INE 
2 waa” 3 VVA 


e — 


6245 

Neceſſity, the Tyrant's Law, 

All human Race muſt hither draw: 

All prompted by the ſame Deſire, 

The vig'rous Youth, and aged Sire: 
Behold, the Coward, and the Brave, 
The haughty Prince, the humble Slave, 
Phyſician, Lawyer, and Divine, 

All make Oblations at this Shrine. 
Some enter boldly, ſome by Stealth, 
And leave behind their fruitleſs Wealth. 
For while the baſhful Y Maid, 

As half aſham'd, and alf afraid, 
Approaching, finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt ſo near her Heart; 
The courtly Dame, unmov'd by Fear, 
Profuſely pours her OF" rings here. 

A Treaſure here of Learning lurks, 
Huge Heaps of never-dying Works ; 
Labours of many an antient Sage, 

And Millions of the preſent Ape. 

In at this Gulph all Off rings paſs, 
And lie an undiftinguiſh'd Mals. 
Deucalion, to reſtore Mankind, 

Was bid to throw the Stones behind ; 
So, thoſe who here their Gifts couvey, 
Are forc'd to look another Way ; 

For few, a choſen few, muſt know, 
The Myſteries that lie below. 

Sad Charnel-houſe ! a diſmal Dome, 
For which all Mortals leave their Home; 
The Young, the Beautiful, and Brave, 
Here bury'd in one common Grave ; 
Where each Supply of Dead renews 
Unwholeſome Damps, offenſive Dews : 
And lo! the Writing on the Walls 
Points out where each new Victim fal 
The Food of Worms, and Beaſts obſcene, 
Who round the Vault luxuriant reign. a 

See where thoſe mangled Corpſes lie, 55 
Condema' d by Female Hands to die; 
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A comely Dame once clad in White, 
Lies there conſign'd to endleſs Night; 
By cruel Hands her Blood was ſpilt, 
And yet her Wealth was all her Guilt, 
And here ſix Virgins in a Tomb, 
All beauteous Offspring of one Womb, 


Oft in the Train of Venus ſeen, 


As fair and lovely as their Queen : 
In Royal Garments each was dreſt, 
Each with a Gold and Purple Veſt ; 
I ſaw them of their Garments ſtript, 
Their Throats were cut, their Bellies ript, 
Twice were they bury'd, twice were born, 
Twice from their Sepulchres were torn 3 
But, now diſmember'd here are caſt, 
And find a reſting Place at laſt, 

Here, oft the curious Trav'ler finds 
The Combat of oppoſing Winds: 
And ſeeks to learn the ſecret Cauſe, 
W hich alien ſeems from Nature's Laws ; 
Why at this Cave's tremendous Mouth, 


e feels at once both North and South: 


Whether the Winds in Caverns pent, 
Through Clefts oppugnant force a Vent; 
Or, whether, op'ning all his Stores, 
Fierce AMolus in Tempeſt roars. 

Yet from this mangled Maſs. of Things, 
In Time a new Creation ſprings. 
Theſe crude Materials once ſhall riſe, 
Jo fil the Earth, and Air, and Skies: 
In various Forms appear agen | 
(f Vegetables, Brutes, and Men. | 
So Jowe pronoune'd among the Gods, 
Olymßus trembling as he nods. 


XXX. 
By the Same. 
H O' J, alas! a Pris'ner be, 
My Trade is, Pris'ners to ſet free. 


No Slave his Lord's Commands obeys, 
With ſuch infinuating Ways. 
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My Genius piercing, ſharp, and bright, 

Wherein the Men of Wit deli ight. 

The Clergy keep me for their Eaſe, 

And turn and wind me as they pleaſe. 

A new and wond'rous Art I thow, 

Of raiſing Spirits from below; 

In Scarlet ſome, and ſome in White: 

They riſe, walk round, yet never fright, 

In at each Mouth the Spirits pals, 

Diſtinctly ſeen as through a Glass 

O'er Head and Body malte A kout, 

And drive at latt all Secrets out : 

And ftill, the more I ſhow my Art, 

The more they open ev'ry Heart. 

A greater Chymiſt none, than ], 
Who from Materials hard and dry, 
Have taught Men to extract with Skill, 
More precious Juice than from a Still, 
Altho' I'm often oat of Cale, 

I'm not aſham'd to ſhow my Face. 

Tho' at the Tables of the Great, 

J near the Side-board take my Seat; 
Vet, the plain Squire, when Dinner's done, 
Is never pleas' d till I make one: 
le kindly bids me near him ſtand ; 
And often takes me by the Hand. 

I twice a Day a hunting go ; 

Nor ever fail to ſeize my Foe ; 

And when I have him by the Pole, 

I drag him upwards from his Hole. 

Tho' ſome are of ſo ſtubborn Kind, 

I'm forc'd to leave a Limb behind. 

2 I hourly wait ſome fatal End; 

For, I can break, but ſcorn to bend. 
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; XXXI. 
4 By the Same. 
4 LL-ruling Tyrant of the Earth, 
[ To vileit Slaves I owe my Birth, 


f How is the greateſt Monarch bleſt, 
- When 1 in my gaudy Liv'ry dreſt! 
M 4 e No 


— 
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No haughty Nymph has Pow'r to run 
rom me; or my Embraces ſhun. 

Stabb'd to the Heart, condemn'd to F lame, 

My Conſtancy is ſtill the ſame. 

The fav'rite Meſſenger of Fove, 

And Lemnian God conſulting ſtrove, 

To make me glorious to the Sight 

Of Mortals, and the Gods Delight. 

Soon would their Altars Flame expire, 

IH I refus'd to lend them Fire. 


XXXII. 
By the Same. 


Blok I am by Nature blind, 

I witely chuſe to walk behind; 
However, to avoid Diſgrace, 

I let no Creature ſee my Face. 

My Words are few, but ſpoke with Senſe : 
And yet my ſpeaking gives Offence : 
Or, if to whiſper I preſume, 

The Company will fly the Room. 


By all the World I am oppref, 


And my Oppreſſion gives them Reſt. 
Through me, tho' ſore againſt my Will, 
Inſtructors ev'ry Art inſtill. | 
By Thouſands I am ſold and bought, 
Who neither get nor loſe a Groat; 
For none, alas, by me can gain, 
Put thoſe who give me greateſt Pain. 
Shall Man preſume to be my Matter, 
Who's but my Caterer and Taſter? 
Yer though | always have my Will, 
I'm but a meer Depender ſtill: 
An humble Hanger-on at beſt ; 
Of whom all People make a Jeſt. 
In me, Detractors ſeek to find 


Two Vices of a diff 'rent Kind: 
I'm too profuſe, ſome Cenl 'rers cry, 


And all i get, I let it fly: 
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While others give me many a Curſe, 
Becauſe too cloſe I hold my Purſe. 
But this I know, in either Caſe 
They dare not charge me to my Face. 
"Tis true indeed, ſometimes I ſave, 
Sometimes run out of all I have; 
But when the Year is at an End, 
Computing what I get and ſpend, 
My Goings out, and Comings in, 

I cannot find I loſe or win ; 
And therefore all that know me, ſav 
I juſtly keep the middle Way, _ 
I'm always by my Betters led; 
J laſt get up, and firſt a-bed ;- 
Though, if I riſe before my Time, 
The Learn'd in Sciences ſublime, 
Conſult the Stars, and thence foretell 
Good Luck to thoſe with whom I dwell. 


XXXIII. 
Sent by a young Lady too young Gentleman. 


Y ſomething form'd, I nothing am ; 
B Yet every thing that you can name; 
In no Place have I ever been, 
Yet ev'ry where I may be ſeen ; 
In all things falſe, yet always true, 
I'm ftill the ſame, but ever new. _ 
Lifeleſs, Life's perfect Form I wear, 
Can ſhew a Noſe, Eye, Tongue, and Ear, 
Yet neither ſmell, ſee, taſte, nor hear, 
All Shapes and Features I can boaſt ; | 
No Fleſh, no Pones, no Blood — no Ghoſt: 
All Colours without Paint put on, 
And change like the Cameleon. 
Swiftly I come and enter there, 
Where not a Chink lets in the Air. 
Like Thought I'm in a Moment gon 
Nor can I ever be alone. 
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All Things on Earth J imitate 
Faſter than Nature can create. 
Sometimes imperial Robes ] wear, 
Anon in Beggar's Rags appear : 
A Giant now, and ſtrait an Elf, 
I'm ev'sy one, but ne'er myſelf. 
Both Male and Female; —yet my Sex 
No atur'liſt could ever fix. : 
Ne'er ſad, I mourn—ne'er glad, rejoice ; 
] move my Lips, but want a Voice ; 
J ne'er was born, — nor ne'er can die; 
T hen prithee tell me, what am | ? 


| XXXIV. 
The G entleman's Anſcver to the preceding Riddle. 


OUR Riddle's Meaning; if I gueſs, 
Allow me to deſcribe it thus : 
Our Beaux and Belles with vaſt Delight 
View it all o'er Morn, Noon, and Night : 
Tis that which all our Lovers charms, 
Yet, what they wiſh not in their Arms, 
Of any Sex if it can be, 
"iis Female from Inconſtancy. 
It can't be felt, but oft is ſeen, 
Afſtuming juſt your Air and Mien ; 
It ev'ry IJ hing becomes with Eaſe, 
And wears what Face ſoc'er you pleaſe, 
If Tears upon your Cheeks it ſpies, 
As faſt the pretty Creature cries ; 
Reſolv'd in all to ſympathize. 
Preſs up your Face in artful Wiles, 
Like you the fair Diſſembler ſmiles ; 
Each Air and Grace {trait makes its own, 


The Glance, the Ogle, or the Frown ; 


Will toſs its Head, and flirt its Fan, 
And mimick you, do what you can. 


Clap but a Patch upon your Face, 
At wears one in the ſelf-ſame Place. 
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Soon as your Birth-Day Gown is made, 
It dreſſes in the ſame Brocade; 
Then borrows with exacteſt Care, 
Each Jewel, and each Lock of Hair. 
So very much yourſelf it proves, 
It treads your Steps and with you moves : 
No Stay can in your Abſence make, 
But flies, whene'er you turn your Back. 
If to the Court you do repair, 
Inviſible it enters there; 
But to the Circle as you pals, 

We view it plain in every GLass. 


XXXV. 


F twice five Brethren in Arabia born, 
The youngeſt I, and left the moſt forlorn : 

To Fortunes more or leſs the reſt were Tu, 
Poor I alone was difinherited. 
Yet, tho' not worth a Farthing of my own, 
1 keep the wealthieſt Company in Town. 
Their needy Neighbour they are proud to ſee, 
And boaſt the Benefit they have from me. 
The upper Seat 1 conſtantly decline, 
And, that excepted, ev'ry Place is mine. 
I more am lik'd the backwarder I roam, 
And moſt reſpected in the loweſt Room: 
Equally welcome there to great and ſmall, 
J in the ſame Proportion pleaſe them all, 
Kaiſe each Man higher than he was before, 
Improve his Value, and increaie his Store. 
Far otherwiſe I treat the Low in Purſe, 
Advance my own, and leave his Station worſe. 
For when with broken Merchants I reſort, 
I oft ſtrut foremoſt with majeſtick Port; 
And as behind-hand in the World they are, 
I make them ten times poorer than they were, 
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XXXVI. 


HAT is that which was To-morrow, and will 
be Yeſterday? 


XXXVII. 


R* HOLD the Liliputian Throng, 

Nor Male, nor Female, old nor young ; 
Five Inches tall, of ſlender Size; 
Who've neither Mouth, nor Ears, nor Eyes. 


But ſtand in order Night and Day, 

Like Soldiers marſhal'd in Array. 

A bloody Enſign each doth bear, 

Yet none train'd up by Fate to War ; 
Their Actions greater Paſſions move, 
And quench or fan the Flames of Love ; 
Soften the unrelenting Fair, 


Nimble as Thought, they ſkip, they dance; 
Yet none retreat, nor none advance, 

Nor Order change, like the World's Frame, 
Always unalterably the ſame. | 

Tho' nimble, and to Motion free, 

Yet move they never willingly ; 

But in their fecret Caverns ſleep 

Time without End, nor ftir nor peep, 
Until ſome Heav'n-born Genius comes, 
And raiſe them from their filent Tombs. 
By Pow'rs unſeen then up they ſpring, 
Without the Help of Leg, or Wing ; 
They mount, and as they mount they ſing. 


XXXVIII. | 
A Thing I am, eſteem'd by all, | 
The Old, the Young, the Great, and Small; 
To Men I give ſubſtantial Joy, 
With Ladies I'm a fav'rite Toy; 


a Sous ani; AI os 


Till too much uſmg. by Degrees, 
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In various Shapes F make my Court, 
Now long and ſmall, now thick and ſhort, 
To others, what 1 want, I give 
By me, tho? lifeleſs, all do live. 
Tho' gayeſt Colours paint my Skin, 
I'm molt eſteem'd for what's within: 
When full of that which they expect, 
I'm treated with profound Reſp ect; 


What moſt they love does from me ſqueeze ; 
Then lank and empty, no more priz'd, 

I'm with a Sigh laid by deſpis'd ; 

Thus oft recruited, oft in Play, 

Till quite worn out, I'm thrown away. 


XXXIX. 


ROM the Womb of the Earth 
I challenge my Birth, 
From the Ladies fair Fingers my Frame : 
] vary as oft 
As Luna aloft, 
Yet I always continue the ſame, 


In Wiater I'm hot, 

In Summer I'm not, 
Yet find I no great Alteration. 

I play'd leaſt in Sight, 

As I very well might, | 
At the Time of the grand Uſurpation. 


I have Fleſh I muſt own, 
Without any Bone ; 

A Tongue that never ſpoke Treaſon ; 
I bear excellent Fruit, 
Without any Root, 

And always am beſt in my Seaſon. 


Both Indies do pay 
By Night and by Day, 
Their Tribute into my Cavern. 
In an Ale-houſe I'm poor 
As a garreted Whore ; 
But I always am rich in a Tavern, 
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When ſcarce a Day old 
I'm clammy and cold, 
Then into a Dungeon I'm turn'd, 
Where I always do weep, 
And never can ſleep, 
For fear of my Sides being burn'd. 


As ſoon as releas'd, 
] away to a Feaſt, 
And drink ſome more Wine ere I die ; 
Then I ſtrait diſappear, 
And come no more there. 
What a whimſical Creature am I! 


. 
By Mr. HERBERT. 
HE ſweet, lovely Graces 
Of fair Ladies Faces, 
When diſguiſed the leaſt, we moſt prize; 


But the Graces [I boaſt 
Are prized the moſt 


When moſt they appear in Diſguiſe, 


Since Opinions will differ, 
J, of me, can never 
Hope all will the ſame entertain ; 
For One fays I'm witty ; 
A Second, I'm pretty ; 
And a Third, that I'm fooliſh and plain, 


If my Beauty and Wit 
Should chance for to hit, 
My Temper can't pleaſe either Sex : 
For my chiefeſt Delight, 
Is all the long Night 
Both the Sexes to teaze and perplex. 
Tho' my Temper's ſo bad. 
Vet Friends 1 have had, 
Pope and Swift both can with me agree; ; 
So I'll never deſpair. 
While ſo witty a Pair ; 
Make me berry, by W of me. FE 
JESTS 


. 


ORD Orrery, in his Life of Dr. Sæoiſt, gives us 
the following Inſtance of the Vein of Humour 

for which he was ſo remarkable. The two Li- 
vings of Laracor and Rathbeggan in Ireland were given 
to Dr Sabi before he obtained the Deanry of St. Pa- 
#rick's. As ſoon as he had taken Poſſeſſion of theſe Li- 


vings, he went to reſide at Laracor, and gave publick 


Notice to his Pariſhioners, that he would read Prayers 
every Wedneſday and Friday. Upon the ſubſequent Wed- 
neſday the Bell was rung, and the Rector attended in his 
Deſk, when after having ſat ſome Time, and finding the 
Congregation to conſiſt only of himſelf, and his Clerk 
Rockg, he began with great Compoſure and Gravity, 


* Dearly beloved RecER, the Scripture moveth you and. 


* me in ſuadry Places.” And then proceeded regularly 
through the whole Service. 

Dr. King, who was celebrated for his Wit and Learn- 
ing, being Archbiſhop” of Dublin, and the Primacy of 
Jreland becoming vacant, he immediately made Claim to 
it, as a Preferment to which he had a Right from his 


Station in the See of Dublin, and from his acknowledged 


Character in the Church. Neither of theſe Pretenſions 
were prevalent, He was looked upon as 70% far advan- 
ced in Years to be removed. The Reaſon alledged was as 
mortifying as the Refuſal itſelf : but the Archbiſhop had 


no Opportunity of ſhewing his Reſentment, except to, 


the new Primate Dr. BouLTER, whom he received at his 
own Houſe, and in his Dining-Parlour, without riſing 
from his Chair, and to whom he made an Apology, by 
" Om. On v , ‚ ares laying, 
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ſaying, in his uſual Strain of Wit, and with his uſual 
ſneering Countenance, © My Lord, I am certain your 
Grace will forgive me, becauſe, You know { am tos 
old to riſe.” 

It is certainly the moſt tranſcendent Pleaſure to be 
agreeably ſurpriz'd with the Confeſſion of Love from an 
adored Miſtreſs. A young Gentleman, having had great 
Misfortunes, came to his Miſtreſs, and told her, he was 
reduc'd, even to the Want of five Guineas ; to which ſhe 
reply'd, I'm glad of it with all my Heart! Are you ſo, 
Madam, ſays he? ſuſpecting her Conftancy : Pray, for 
what Reaſon ? Becauſe, ſaid ſhe, I can furniſh you with 

Jie thouſand. 

Daniel Purcel, the famous Punſter, meeting with a 
Friend on the zoth of January, being King Charles's 
Martyrdom, they went to the Salutation Tavern on Hol- 
Bourn-Hill, where finding the Door ſhut, they knock'd. 
One of the Drawers peeping through a little Wicket, 
aſk'd, what they wou'd pleaſe to have? Have! ſays Da- 
niel, open your Door, and draw us a Pint of Wine. The 
Drawer anſwer'd, his Maſter would not allow of it, for 
it was a Faſt. D your Maſter, reply'd he, for a pre- 
eiſe Coxcomb ; is he not contented to faſt himſelf, but muſt 
make his Doors faſt too ? 

A charitable Divine, for the Benefit of the Country, 
where he reſided, caus d a large Cauſeway to be begun; 
and as he was one Day over-looking the Workmen, a 
certain Nobleman paſſing by, ſaid, Well, Doctor, for all 
your Pains and Charity, I don't gate this to be the high 
May to Heaven. Very true, reply'd the Doctor, for Hit 
had, 1 ſhould hawe cuonder d to meet your Lordſhip here ! 

A Gentleman was ſaying one Day at the Tilt-yard 
Coffee-hou'e, when it rain'd exceſſive hard, that it put 

| him in Mind of the General Deluge. Zoons, Sir, ſays 
an old Campaigner that ſtood by, who's that? I have 
heard of all the Generals in Europe, but him. 

Some Gentlemen, coming out of a Tavern pretty 
merry, a Link-boy cry'd, Have a Light, Gentlemen ? 
Light yourſelf to the Devil, you Dog, ſays one of the 
Company. Bleſs you, Maſier, reply'd the Boy, / - 

| 7 
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find the Way in the Dark — Shall T light your Worſhip 
thither ? 1 

A few Days before the Battle of Fontenoy, a Party of 
Huſſars, who were forraging, met with a Party of French 
Horſe, who came to reconnoitre, upon which a Skirmiſh 
enſu'd ; but the French being ſoon put to flight, were 
purſu'd by the Huſſars. The French Officer, richly 
dreſs'd, and better mounted than the reſt, ſoon left them 
all behind, except one Huſſar, who having a good Horſe 
under him, kept cloſe at his Heels ; when the Officer 
thought he was out of Danger, he look'd back, and find- 
ing he had but one Enemy to contend with, boldly turn'd 
his Horſe, and fir d at him; but the intrepid Huſſar ad- 
vanc'd, without touching his Piſtols, tho' his Antagoniſt 
had fir d twice, The Frenchman, having no more Pow- 
der and Balls, ſurrender'd himſelf Priſoner ; and as they 
were returning, the Officer told him, he was a bold Fel- 
Tow 3 and aſk'd him, why he did not fire in his own De- 


fence ? To which the Huſſar pleaſantly reply'd, Ta 


for your Coat I fellow'd you fo cloſe, and perhaps, had I 
fir'd, I ſhould have made a Hole in it. „ 

A Clergyman of great Openneſs and Sincerity, being 
made one of the King's Chaplains, the Queen told him, 
that ſhe was very glad that ſo honeſt a Man, and one that 


wou'd not be afraid to ſpeak the Truth, was come to 


Court; and at the ſame Time begg'd, that he wou'd, 
without any Scruple, tell her her Faults. Upon which, the 
Doctor, without any Ceremony, charg'd her with being 
covetous, Well, Doctor, ſays ſhe, now tell me another. 
o, quoth the Door, your Majeſiy muſt mend that firſt. 
Czar Peter, when he was in Holland, hearing there 
was a Man then in Confinement, who had been three 
Times tortur'd, but in vain, to make him diſcovgr his 


Accomplices ; and being amaz'd at his Fortitude, had 


the Curioſity to ſee him, and accordingly went to his 
Cell, when he diſcover'd who he was to the Priſoner, and 


told him that he was ſurpriz'd how any Man cou'd have 


the Courage to ſuffer what he had done, and was ſtill 
likely to do, when by a Confeſſion he might free him- 
ſelf ; and at the ſame Time deſir'd that he would tell 
him, for his own Satisfaction, whether he had any Ac- 
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complices or not, and promis'd, on the Word of a King, 
that it ſhou'd never go any farther, The Priſoner, look- 
ing at the Czar with a ſteady Countenance, ſaid, in a 
ſolemn Manner, Can your Majefly keep a Secret? The 
Czar reply'd, Yes, I can. Aud jo can J, quoth the Pri- 


ſoner. 


As the King of Fe -ance was paſling over the Pontrenf 
at Paris, on a Winter's Day, he ſaw a Gaſccon very 
thinly clad, looking into the Water; and riding up to 


him, ask'd bim, if he was not cold? Upon Which the | 


Gajcoon ankwer'd, No, an't pleaſe your Majeſty 3 and if 


you'd de as do, you avou'd not be cold: netthes - fed 


that, ſays the King? y avear all your Cleaths at once, 
reply d the Gon. 

A Man who had the Character of a great Penitent, 
us'd to divert kimfelf now and then by beating his Wife. 
One of his Neighbours, being offended at this Act of 


Cruelty, aſk'd him, how he cou'd reconcile this Sort of 
Behaviour with that Repentance which he fo much pro- 


feſs'd? To which the good Man made Anſwer, You 


muſt know, Neighbour, I have a very bad Memory, and 


therefore take this Method to rub it up; for whenever I 
beat her, ſhe is fure to reproach. me With all the Ill I ever 
did in my Life. 

An 1Ttalian was accuſed for marrying ine Wine, bas 
being carried before the Judge, he was aſked why he 
had married ſo many? He anſwered, In order to mect 
auith a good one, if poſſible. 

Some People diſcourſing ahout the Damage Reme had 


Wen br by the overflowing of the Her, a certain 


rightly Wit ſaid, the Romans ſpou'd pray to Cod, that 
2 Tyber might be alavays fick, fence he never left his 


Bed, without doing a deal of Miſchief. 


John Taylor, the Water-Poet, being on board the Ship 
call'd the He&or, where the Captain making him merry 


with Punch, inſomuch, as he was very full of Foa, he 


ſalutes the Captain with theſe Lines ; 


Mef oaks Hector, and thou Son of Priam, 
4 wiſh thou wert but half ſo arunk as I am. 


When 
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When my Lord Prefident of the Council came firſt to 
be Lord-Treaſurer, he complained to my Lord Chan- 
cellor of the Troubleſomeneſs of the Place, becauſe the 
2 Exchequer was empty. The Lord-Chancellor anſwer'd ; 
| My Lord, be of good Cheer, now you ſee the Bottom of 

your Buſineſs at fi, . 8 
A Fellow walking the Street in a Winter Night, an 
ſeeing a handſome Lanthorn hang out with a Candle in 
it, thought to ſecure it for himſelf; but having climbed 
up, and going to take it, one of the Servants ſceing him, 
aſk'd him, What he meddled with the Lanthora for? I 
x crave Mercy, ſays he, I was only going to ſnuff the Can- 
£ dle, that I might ſee to go along. 
| An old Lawyer, having his Eye upon a fair Maid, 
comes to her, and propoſes his Buſineſs, which the Maid 
not reliſhing, asked him what he was: I am, Sweet heart, 
ſays he, a Civil Lawyer, A Civil Lawyer, Sir, ſays 
ſhe : If Civil Lawyers be ſuch Uncivil Men as you are, 
I wonder what other Lawyers are. 
A Gentleman being ſent for to the Sign of the Horns 
in Cat-Eaton-Street, and coming accordingly, but not 
knowing the Houſe, asked of a young Man that ſtood at 
the Door, Pray where is the Sign of the Horns ? (the 
Gentleman at the ſame Time ſtood under the Sign); upon 
j which the Lad replied, Sir, you cannot well ſee them, 
| but they are exactly over your Head. | 

A Gentleman riding along, had a Dog named Cuc- 
kold, which run after a Bitch into an Entry: Then ſaid 
he, Cuckold, Cuckold; the Woman came out, and 
ſaid, he was a Knave to call her Huſband Cuckold; No, 
ſaid he, I don't call him, I call my Dog; the more 
Knave you, ſaid ſhe, to call a Dog by a Chriſtian Body's 
: Name. ED | 8 
1 A Woman once proſecuted a Gentleman for a Rape: 
Upon the Trial, the Judge aſked if ſhe made any Re- 
ſiſtance ? I cry'd out, and pleaſe you, my Lord. Ay, ſays 
one of the Witneſſes, but that was nine Months after. 

A Weſtminſter Juſtice taking Coach in the City, and 
; being ſet down at Young Man's Coffee-houſe, Charing- 
Ce, the Driver demanded Eighteen-pence as his Fare. 
f The Juſtice aſk'd him, if he would ſwear that the Ground 
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came to the Money. The Man ſaid, He would take his 
Oath on't. The Juſtice replied, Friend, I'm a Magi- 
Hrate; and pulling the Book out of his Pocket, admini- 
ſter'd the Oath, and then gave the Fellow his Six-pence, 
laying, He muſt reſerve the Shilling to himſelf for the 
Ada wit. | 
The late Earl of $ — kept an Iriſb Footman, who, 
perhaps, was as expert in making Bulls as the moſt learn- 
ed of his Countrymen. My Lord having ſent him one 
Day with a Preſent to a certain Judge, the Judge in re- 
turn ſent my Lord half a Dozen live Partridges with a 
Letter; the Partridges fluttering in the Baſket upon 
Teague's Back, as he was carrying them Home, he ſet | 
down the Baſket, and opened the Lid of it to quiet them, | 
whereupon they all flew away. Oh! the Devil burn 
ye, {aid he, I am glad you are gone; but when he came 
home, and my Lord had read the Letter, Why Teague, 
ſaid my Lord, 7 find there are half a Dozen Partridges 
in the Letter: Now, Arrah, dear Honey, ſaid Teague, 
J am glad you have found them in the Letter, for they 
are all 4% out of the Baſket. . 
The ſame Nobleman going out one Day, called 
Teague to the Side of his Chariot, and bade him tell 
Mr. Such-a- one, if he came, that he ſhould be at -Home 
at Dinner. But when my Lord was got a- croſs the Square 
in which he lived, Teague came puffing after him, and 
called to the Coachman to ſtop; upon which my Lord, 
pulling the String, deſired to know what Teague wanted: | 
My Lord, ſaid he, you bade me tell Mr. Such-a-one, if | 
he came, that you would dine at Home; but what muſt 4 
4 ſay if he don't come. 
A drunken Fellow carrying his Wife's Bible to pawn 
for a Quartern of Gin to the Alehouſe, the Man of the 
Houſe refuſed to take it. What a Pox, ſaid the Fellow, g 
will neither my own Word, nor the Word of God paſs with | 
%⁰ | | 3 
y In Eighty-eight, when Queen Elizabeth went from 
Temple-Bar along Fleet- Street, on ſome Proceſſion, the 
Lawyers were ranged on one Side of the Way, and the 
Citizens on the other ; ſays the Lord Bacon, then a Stu- 
dent, to a Lawyer that ſtood next him, Do but aſh 
| he 
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the Courtiers; if they bow firft to the Citizens, they are in 
Lebt; if to us, they are in Law, 

Two Countrymen, who had never ſeen a Play in their 
Lives, nor had any Notion of it, went to the Theatre in 
Drury-Lane, when they placed themſelves ſnug in the 
Corner of the Middle-Gallery ; the firſt Muſick play'd, 
which they liked well enough; then the Second and 
Third, to their great Satisfaction: At length the Curtain 
drew up, and three or four Actors entered to begin the 


Play; upon which, one of the Countrymen cry'd to the 


other, Come, Hodge, /et's be going, mayhap the Gentle- 
men are talking about Buſineſs. | 


{wo Jeſuits having pack'd together an innumerable 


Parcel of miraculous Lies, a Perſon who heard them, 


without taking upon him to contradict them, told them 
one of his own: That at St. A/bas's there was a Stone 
Ciſtern, in which Water was always preſerved for the 


Uſe of that Saint; and that ever fince, if a Swine ſhould 
eat out of it, he would inſtantly die. The Jeſuits hug- 


ging themſelves at the Story, ſet out the next Day to St. 
Alban's, where they found themſelves miſerably deceived. 
On their Return, they upbraided the Perſon with tellin 
them ſo monſtrous a Story. Look ye there now, ſaid he, 
you told me a hundred Lies other Night, and I had more 
Breeding than to contradi you; I told you but one, and 
you hae rid twenty Miles to confute me, which is very 
uncivil, © | | 

A Country Fellow in Char/es the Second's Time, ſell- 
ing his Load of Hay in the Hay-marier, two Gentlemen, 
who came out of the Blue Poſis, were talking of Affairs; 
one ſaid, That Things did not go right, the King had 
been at the Houſe, and prorogucd the Parliament. The 
Countryman coming Home, was aſked, What News in 
London? Oad's-heart, ſaid he, there's ſomething to do there 
the King has, it ſeems, berogued the Parliament ſadly. 

One loſing a Bag of Money of about 50 1. between the 
Temple-Gat- and Tenple-Bar, fixed a Paper up, offering 
101 Reward to thoſe who took it up, and ſhould return 
it : Upon which the Perioa that had it, came and writ 
underneath to the following Effect, Sir, I thank you, but 
you really Lid me to my Loſs, . 


Two 
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Two Brothers coming once to be executed for ſome 
enormous Crime, the eldeſt was turned off firſt, without 
ſpeaking one Word : The other mounting the Ladder, 
began to harangue the Crowd, whoſe Ears were atten- 
tively open to hear him, expecting ſome Confeſſion from 
him. Good People, ſays he, my Brother han;s before my 
Face, and you ſee what a lamentable Sheckacle he makes ; 
in a few Moments T ſhall be turned off too, and then Dou 
bill ſee a Pair of Spectacles. 

It was an uſual Saying of King Charles IT. That 


Sailors got their Money like Horſes, and ſpent it like 


Aſſes. The following Story is ſomewhat an Inſtance of 


it: One Sailor coming to ſee another on Pay-Day, deſi- 
red to borrow twenty Shillings of him. The monied | 


Man fell to telling out the Sum in Shillings, but a Half- 
Crown thruſting its Head in, put him out, and he began 
to tell again ; but then an impertinent Crown-plece was 
as officious as his Half-Brother had been, and again in- 
terrupted the Tale; fo that taking up a Handful of Sil- 
ver, he cry'd, Here Jack, give me a Handful when your 
Ship' s paid, what a Pox frgnifies counting it. 

Villicr:, the witty and extravagant Duke of Bucking- 


ham, in the Time of Charles II. was ſaying one Day to 


Sir Robert Yyner, in a melancholy Humour, I'm afraid, 

Sir Robert, | ſhall die a Beggar at laſt, which is the moſt 
terrible Thing in the World. Upon wy Word, my Lord, 

ſaid Sir Robe, t, there is another Thing more terrible, 
that you have Reaſon to apprehend ; which is, That yon 
vill live a Beggar, at the Rate you go on. 


An Engliſþ Gentleman aſk'd Sir Richard Steel, who 
Was an {ri/4man, what was the Reaſon his Country were 


ſo remarkable for blundering, and making Bulls? Faith! 
ſays the Knight, I believe there is ſomething in the Air of 


Ireland; and 1 dare ſay, if an Engliſhman was born there, 


he wwou'd do the ſame. 

The Lord 7eferies pleading at the Bar, before he 
was made a Judge ; a Country Fellow giving Evidence 
againſt his Client, puſh'd the Matter very ſtrongly ; 7ef- 
feries, after his vſual Way, called out to the Fellow, 


Harkee, 1 u Fellow in the Leather Doublet! What 
0 


have you tor ſwearing ? To which the Countryman re- 


Fx d, 
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ply'd, F aith, Sir, i you had no mire for lying, than I have 
for. nt e you might een wear a Leather Double too. 
an Iriſb Lawyer of the Tenple, going to Dinner, left 
theſe Directions in his Key-hole : Gone to the Elephant 
and Caſtle, Where you may find me. And if you can't 
read this, carry it to the Stationer, and he fhall read it for 
0 
It being prov'd on a Trial at Gui/d Hall, that a Man's 
Name was really Inch, who had taken the Name of 
Lich; I jee, ſaid the judge, the old Proverb is werified 
| wn this Man, who being allow'd an Inch, has taken an L. 
E Mr. Congreve, going up the Water in a Boat, one of 
the Watermen told him, as they paſs'd by Peterborough- 
Houſe, at Mill. laut, that Houſe had ſunk a Story. No, 
Friend, ſays he, Tratber believe it is a Story rais'd. 
It was aſk'd in Company, where Lord C d Was 
preſent, whether the Piers of Weftminſier- Bridge were to 
de of Wood or Stone? 0% ſays his Lordſhip, of Stone to 
be ſure ; fer we have too many wooden. Peers alr each at 
Weſtminſter. 

A Country Fellow jul come up to Lindon, and peep- 
ing into every Shop he paſs'd by, at laſt look'd into a 
Scrivener's ; where ſeeing only one Man fitting at a 
Deſk, cou'd not imagine what was ſold there, and call- 
ing to the Clerk, ſaid, Pray Sir, what do you fell ? Log- 
gerheads, Cry'G tha other. Do you fo, anſwer'd the Coun- 
tryman ? Egad! You ave a ſpecial Trade then; 3 for 1 
fee you we but ove left. : 

The Lord M- and G ., being at an Aſſembly 
at the Theatre Royal in the Zay-marier, told Mr. Hei- 
degger, he wou'd make him a Preſent of 100 J. if he 

. wou'd produce him an uglier Face than his, within a 
| Year and a Day. Mr. Heidegger inſtantly fetch'd a Glaſs, 
F and preſenting it to his Lordſhip, ſaid, be did nat doubt, 
but he had Honour enough to rep his Pr -omiſe. 

F One asking a i inter, how he cou'd paint ſuch pretty 

: Faces in his Pictures, and yet get ſuch homely Children? 
1 He reply'd, Becauſe 1 make the firſt in the Day-light, and 
The other in "the Dar#. 

7 Colonel #**** who made the fine Fire-works in St. 
. James s- Park, upon the Account of che Peace of . 
| eing 
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being in Company with ſome Ladies ; ; and highly com- 
mending the Epitaph, juſt then ſet up in Weſimiuſter-Aò- 
bey, to the Memory of Mr. Purcell, namely, 


He is gone to that Place, where only his own 
Harmony can be exceeded. 


One of the I adies ſaid, The ſame Epitaph may ſerve for 


you, dir, by altering only one Word, 


He is gone to that Place, where only bis Wn 
bire-wworks can bs exceeded, 


A young Woman ork newly din'd, in the Heat of 
Summer, deſir'd her Huſband to tumble with her upon 


the Bed; he perceived her Meaning, but being as full of 


Ice, as the was of Fire, told her the Dog- days were very 
unwholeſome for that Recreation. At Night, being in 
Bed, ſhe deſir'd her Huſband to lie cloſer, for though, 
ſaid ſhe, there be Dog-days, yet I never heard of Dog- 
nigbes. 

A Chandler having had ſome Candles ſtole, one bid 


him be of good Cheer; for in a ſhort Tins, T am confident 


they'll all come to light. 

One ſaid, ee were idle Fellows: Says another, 
You are miſtaken, tor their whole Life 1s nothing but 
Action. 


In a great Storm at Sea when all expected to be caſt 


away, they went all to Prayers, and juſt as they were at 
Prayers, a Boy falls out a laughing heartily z the Captain 
aſked him his Reaſon for it, eſpecially at that 'Fime ? 
Why truly, Sir, ſays the Boy, I laugh at that Man's 
fiery Noſe there, to think what a hiſſing it will keep by 


and by, when it comes into the Water. 


A Proctor of Oxferd, met a Maid at Twelve o'Clock 
at Night; and aſked her, What ſhe was ? She ſaid, a 
Scholar : What! a Scholar in Woman's Apparel, ſaid 


he! Yes, ſaid ſhe, I have anſwered under Batchelor al- 
ready. 


The French Ambaſiador dining with King 83 the 


King i in Mirth drank a Health to him, ſaying, The King 
| of 
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| of France drinks a Health to the French King. Upon 
Which the Amballador reply'd, My Maſter is a good Lieu- 


tenant, for he holds France well for your Maje/*v, No, 
ſays the King, he holds it from me. July, Sir, ſaid the 
Ambaſſador, 7? 7s no farther from you than it was. 

An T[+:man, whom King Chazles II. had ſome Re- 
ſpec for, being only an inferior Servant of the Houſhold, 
one Day coming into the King's Preſence, his Majeſty 
aſk'd him, how his Wife did ? who had juit before been 
cut for a Fiſtula on her Backſide. I humbly thank your 


Majeſty, replied Teague, ſhe's like to do well, but the 


Surgeon ſays, It awill be an Eye-ſore as lang as the lives. 

Maſter Johnny, fitting one Summer's Evening on the 
Green with his Mother's Chambermaid, among other 
little Familiaries, as kiſſing, prefiing her Pubbies, and the 
like, took the Liberty unawares, to ſatisfy himſelf where- 
abouts ſhe tied her Garters, and by an unlucky Slip, 
went farther than he ſhould have done. At which, the 
poor Creature bluſhing, cried, Be quiet, Mr. John, J. 
throw a Stone at your Head elſe, Ay, Child, ſaid he, J. 
Hing two at your Tail if you do. | 

King Charles II. being in Company with the Lord 
Rocheſter, and others of the Nobility, who had been 
drinking the beſt Part of the Night, &://Zoreav came in. 
Now, ſays the King, we ſhall hear of our Faults; No, 
Faith, ſays Killigrew, I don't care to trouble my Head 
abith that which all the Town talks of. 

A rich old Miſer finding himſelf very ill, ſent for a 
Parſon to adminiter the laſt Conſolation ot tie Church 


to him: Whilſt the Ceremony was performing, old Gripe- 


bell falls into a Fit; on his Recovery, the Doctor offer- 
ed the Chalice to him. Jrdeed, crics he, I can't afford 
to lend you above twenty Shilliugs upon't; I can't upon my 
Word. © | | 

A Perſon who had a chargeable Stomach, and who uſed 
often to aſſwage his Hunger at a Lady's Table, havin 
promiſed, one Time or other, to help her to a Huſhand ; 
at length came to her : Now, Madam, ſays he, I have 
brought you a Knight, a. Man of. Worth and Dignity, 


one that will furniſh out a Table well. Phoo, ſay: the 


Vo L. II. | N Lady, 
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Lady, your Mind's ever running on your Pelly: No, 


ſays he, "tis ſometimes running 0'yours, you ſee 

A Company of Gameſters falling out at a Tavern, 
gave one another very ſcurvy Language: At length thoſe 
dreadful Meſſengers of Anger, the Bottles and Glaſſes, 
flew about like Hail-Shot ; one of which miſtaking its 
Errand, and hitting the Wainſcot, inſtead of the Perſon's 
Head it was thrown at, brought the Drawer ruſhing in; 
who cried, D'ye call, Gentlemen ? Call Gentlemen, ſays 
one of the Standers by, o, they don't call, Gentlemen, 


but they call one another Rogue and tos as faſt as 9 


can. 
An amorous young Fellow making very warm ad- 


ſhe, 1 have a Huſband that won't thank you for making 
him a Cuckold. No, Madam, replied he, but you will, 
I Hope. 

Dr. Ratcliffe, who was not the dumb left Man in the 
World, being ſent for by Sir Eda, d Seymour, who was 
ſaid to be one of the proude/? ; the Knight received him 
while he was dreſſing his Feet, and picking his Foes, 
being at that Time troubled with a Diabetes, and upon 
the Doctor's entering the Room, accoſted him in this 
Manner: So, Quack, ſaid he, ['m a dead Man, for I piſs 


en your Toes, for they ſtink damuably; and ſo farming round 
on his Heel, went out of the Room. 


A wild Gentleman having pick'd up his own Wife, in 


Diſguiſe, for a Miſtreſs, the Man to keep his Maſter in 


Countenance, got to Bed to the Maid too. In the Morn- 


ing, when the Affair was diſcovered, the Fellow was 
oblig'd, in Atonement for his Offence, to make the Girl 
Amends by marrying her. Vell, ſays he, little did my 


Maſter and I think, lat Night, that we were robbing our 


own Orcharas, 
One ſeeing a kept Whore, who made a very creat 
Figure, aſk'd, What Eſtate ſhe had ? Oh, ſays another, 


a very good Eflate in Tail, 


Second Thoughts, we commonly ſay, are beſt, and 


young Women, who pretend to be averſe to Marriage, 
deſire not to be taken at their Words, One aſking a 


Girl, 


Pray, Sir, be quiet, ſaid 


Ne you ? replied the Doctor, then prithee piſs up- 
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. Girl, If ſhe would have him? Faith, no John, ſays ſhe, 


but you may hade me, if you w#Hl, 

A famous Teacher of 4rithmetick, having been long 
married, without being able to get his Wife with Child ; 
one ſaid to her, Madam, your Huſband is an excellent 
Arithmetician, Yes, replied ſhe, only he cannot Multiply. 

An arch Boy being at a Table where there was piping 


| hot Apple-pye, putting a Bit into his Mouth, burnt it ſo 


that the Tears ran down his Cheeks. A Genileman that 
ſat by, aſk'd him, Why he wept? Only, ſaid he, becauſe 
it is juſt come into my Remembrance, that my poor 


SGrandmother died this Day Twelve month. Phoo, ſaid 


the other, is that all? So, whipping a large Piece into 
his Mouth, he quickly ſympathiz'd with the Boy ; who 
ſeeing his Eyes brim-full, with a malicious Cncer, aſk'd 
him, Why he wept? A Pox on you, ſaid he, becait/e you 
were not hang d, you young Dog, the fame Day your Grand- 
mother died. 

A cowardly Servant having been hunting with kis 
Lord, they had killed a wild Boar ; the Fellow ſeeing 
the Boar ſtir, betook himſelf to a Tree; upon which his 
Maſter call'd to him, and ak'd him, what he was afraid 
of, the Boar's Guts were out; No Mattes, for that, ſaid 
he, his Teeth are in. — Ly 

A Perſon was once try'd at Kingſſen before the late 
Lord Chief Juſtice Holt, for having two Wives, where 
one Unit was to have been the chief Evidence againſt 
him. After much calling for him, Word was brought 
that they could hear nothing of him. N ſays his Lord- 


ſhip, why then all I can jay is, Mr, Unit fands for & 
Cypher. | | 


A young Fellow having made an End of all he had, 
even to his laſt Suit of Cloaths; one {aid to him, Now, 
I hope, you'll own yourſelf a happy Man, for you bave 
made an End of all your Cares. How 1o, ſaid the Gen- 
tleman ? Becauſe, ſaid the other, you hawe nothing left to 
take Care of | | | 

A Philoſopher carrying ſomething hid under his Cloak, 
an impertinent Perſon aſc d him, What he ha under his 
Cloak? To which the Philoſopher anſwer'd, I carr; it 
there that you might not knew. 
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When his late Majeſty, in coming from Holland. hap- 
pened to meet with a violent Storm at Sea, the Captain 
of the Yatcht cried to the Chaplain, In five Minutes more, 
Doctor, we ſhall be with the Lord; The Lord forbid, an- 
ſwered the Doctor. 

A Juſtice of Peace ſeeing a Parſon on a very ſtately 
Horſe, riding between Loden and Hamp/lead, ſaid to 
ſome Gentlemen who were with him, do you ſee what a 
beautiful Horſe that proud Parſon has got, I'Il banter him 
a little. Doctor, ſaid he, you don't follow the Example of 
your great Maſter, auho was humbly content to ride f on an 
Aſs. Why, really, Sir, replied the Parſon, the King ha; 
made ſo many Ales Fuſtices, that an honeji Clergyman can 
hardly find one to ride. 

A rich Farmer's Son, who had been bred at the Uni- 
verſity, coming Home to viſit his Father and Mother, and 
they being one Night at Supper on a Couple of Fowls, 
he told them, that by Logic and Arithmetic, he could 
prove thoſe two Fowls to be three, Well, let us hear, ſaid 


the old Man. Why, this, cry'd the Scholar, 1s oze, and 


this, continued he, is /a19; two and one, you know, make 
three. Since you have mode it out ſo well, anſwer'd the old 
Man, your Mother ſhall hawe the fit ft Foxel, Iauill have 
the fecond , and the third jou may take yourſelf for your great 
Learning, 

A Country Laſs with a Pail of Mill: on her Head, 
going to Market, was reckoning all the Way, what ſhe 
might make of it. This Mil E. ſaid ſhe, will bring me 
ſo much Money, that Money will buy ſo many Eggs, thoſe 
Eggs ſo many Chickens, and, with the Fox's Leave, thoſe 
Chickens will make me Miſtreſs of a Pig, and that Pig 
may grow a fat Hog, and when J have ſold that, I may 


| buy a Cow and Calf: And then, ſays ſhe, comes a Sweet- 


heart, perhaps a Farmer ; him I marry, and my Neigh- 
bours will ſay, Hoa ds you do, Goody Such-a-one and [I'll 
anſwer, 7 hank you Neighbour, haw do you ? But may be 
my Sweetheart may be a Yeoman, and then it will be, 


| Low do you do, Mrs. Such-a-one ? T'll ſay, Thank you, 


Oh ! but ſuppoſe I ſhould marry a Gentleman ; then 
they'll ſav, Your Servant, Madam; but then I'll toſs 
up my Head, and ſay nothing. Upon the ſudden 'T'ran- 
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ſport of this Thought, and with the Motion of her Head, 
down came the Wilk, which put an End at once to her fine 
Scheme of her Eggs, her Chickens, her Pig, her Hog, 
and her Huſband. | | 

A Countr/ man driving an Aſs by St. James's- Gate one 
Day, which being dull ana reſtive, he was forced to beat 
it very much; a Gentleman coming out of the Gate, chid 
the Fellow for uſing his S euſt ſo cruelly : OY dear Sir, 
{aid the Countryman, Iam g lad to find my Aj: has Friend 
at Court. 

One Jriſbman meeting another, ak'd, what was be- 
come of their old Acquaintauce Patrick Murphey ? Arrah, 
now, dear Honey, anſwer'd the other, poor Patty avas 
condemn' d to be hang d; but he ſaved his Life by dying 

in Priſon. | 
One Day a Perſon who had been a long Time depen- 
dant upon the Duke of Buckingham, begg'd his Intereſt 
for him at Court, and to preſs the latter more home up- 
on the Duke, told him, that he had nobody to depend upon 
but God and his Grace. Then, ſays the Duke, you are in a 
miſerable Way, for you cou'd not hade pitch'd upon any 
two, who have leſs Intereſt at Court, 
In Queen Aze's Reign, the Lord B married 
three Wives, who were all his Servants. A Beggar- Wo 
man, meeting him one Day in the Street, made him a very 

low Curt'ſey : 4b ! God Almighty bleſs you, ſaid ſhe, ond 
fend you à long Life; if you do but live long enough, we 
fall all be Ladies in Time. 

Daniel Purcel, who had the Character of a famous 
Punſter, was defir'd by an Acquaintance one Night, to 
make a Pun Fxtempore. Upon what Subject? ſays 
Daniel. The King, anſwer'd the other. Oh! Sir, ſaid 
he, the King's no Subject. 

Colonel Bond, who was one of King Charles the Firſt's 
Judges, died a Day or two before O/iver ; and it was 
every where ſtrongly reported, that Cromwell was dead. 
No, ſaid a Gentleman that knew better, he has only given 
Bond to the Dewil for his further Appearance. 

Some Men and their Wives, who all liv'd on the ſame 
Side of a Street, being merry-making at a Neighbour's 

| Houſe ; ſaid one of the Huſbands, It's reported that all 
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the Men in our Row are Cuckolds but one, Soon after, | 
his Wife beivg thoughtful, What makes you ſo ſad, my 
Dear? ſaid he, I hope you are not offended at what L[ 
* No, ſaid ſhe, {'m only confidering who that one can 
be. | 

A wild young Nobleman, being in Company with 
ſome ſober People, defir'd leave to toaſt the D—l. The 
Gentleman who ſat next him, ſaid, he had no Olfection to 
any of his Lordſhip's Friends. 

A Gentleman meeting the King's Jeſter, aſked. What 
News? V hy, Sir, reply'd he, there are forty thouſand 
Men riſen to-day. I pray to what End, ſaid the other, 
and what do they intend? Why to go to Bed again at 
Night, ſaid he, 1 N 

Killigrew, the famous Jeſter to King Charles the II. 
having been at Paris about ſome Buſineſs, went from 
thence to Verſailles, to ſee the French King's Court; and 
being known there to ſeveral of the Courtiers who had 
been at the Eng/i/ Court; one of them took Occaſion to 
tell the French King, that £//igrew was one of the wit- 
tieſt Men in England: Upon which, the French King 
deſired to fee him, which he did: But Killigreab, it ſeems, 
being out of Humour, or at leaſt ſeemingly ſo, ſpoke but 
very little; and that little he did ſpeak was ſo little to the 
Purpoſe, that the French King told the Nobleman that 
h:d commended him for ſuch a Wit, that he look'd upon 
him as a very dull Fellow; but the Nobleman aſſured the 
King, that (whatever he thought of him) Killig reab was a 
very witty and ingenious Man: Whereupon the King 
was reſolved to make a further Trial of him, and took him 
into a great Gallery, where there was Abundance of fine 

Pictures; and, among the reſt, ſhewed him the Picture of 
Chri/t upon the Croſs, and aſked him if he knew what 
that was? But KX7//igrew made himſelf very ignorant, and 
anſwered, No: Why, ſaid the King, I'll tell you, if 
you don't know; this is the Picture of our Saviour on the 
Croſs, and that on the right ſide is the Pope's, and that on 
the left is my own : Whereupon Killigreao reply'd, I 
humbly thank your Majeſty for the Information you have 
given me; for tho' I have often heard that our Saviour 

| Was 
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was crucified between two Thieves, yet I never knew. 
who they were before. 

One wond-ring there were fo many Pickpockets in 
London, ſeeing there's a Walch at every Corner; Pugh, 
laid another, they'd as willingiy meet with a Watch as 
any thing elſe. 

A Gentleman had + blind Harper playing before him 
while it was pretty late; at laſt ne commands his Man to 
light the Harper down Stairs: Te whom the Servant 
reply'd, vir, the Harper is blind ; Why, you ignorant 
Loggeraead, ſays his Maſter, tas not he more need of 
Light ? | 
Mr. Ogle being at Locket's Ordinary, where he was 
Playing at Hazard with a great maiy Lords, he had very 
good Luck at Gaming amongſt then; he therefore order- 
ed a Porter to go up and down the Streets, and bring to 
him as many poor People as he could get; who in a little 
Time brought in upwards of an hundred Beggars: Vhere- 
upon, Ogle ordered them a Shilling a-piece in Meat and 
Drink. By that Time they had made an End of their 
Allowance, Mr. Og le had broke all the Perſons of Quality; 
diſcharging the Mumpers Reckoning, and giving them 
Six- pence a- piece beſides. As he was going into Spring- 
Gardens he met the Duke of Moumouth, who aſked Ogle 
where he had been? Been, quoth he; why I have been 
fullfilling the Scripture. Quoth the Duke, I believe you 
know nothing of the Matter. No matter for that, {aid 
Ozle, but I Have fed the Hungry, and the Rich 1 have ſent 
empty away. 

A great Officer in France was in Danger of loſing his 
Place; but his Wife, by her Suit, made his Peace: 
Whereupon, a pleaſant Fellow ſaid, that the Officer had 
been cruſh'd, but that he ſaved himſelf apon his Horns. 

One ſceing a great heap of Stones in St. Paul's Church- 
Yard, ſaid to his Friends, [wiſh I had /ome of thoſe Stones 
at Home. Why, what would you do with them? ſaid 
the other. Ih, ſaid he, avith theſe Stones Twwould build 
a Brick-Wall Ly my Houſe. 

One was aſking another, how ſuch a Perſon liv'd in 
theſe hard Times ? To which the other anſwer'd, By 
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is Wits, I avonder, ſays the other, how he can live upon 


fo ſmall a Stock. 

An honeſt Velch Carpenter, coming out of Cariigan- 
ſhire, got Work in Briſtol, where, in a few Months, he 
had ſaved, beſides his Expences, about Twelve Shillings; 
and with this prodigious Sum of Money, returning into 
his own Country, when he came upon Mile-Hill, he look'd 


back on the Town: Ap, por Priſtow, ſaid he, F one or 


two more of bur Countrymen were to give hur ſuch another 
Shake as hur has done, it would be poor Priſtow indeed. 

A poor ingenious Lad, who was a Servitor at Oxford, 
not having wherewithal to buy a new Pair of Shoes, when 


| his old ones were very bad, got them capp'd at the toes, 


upon Which, being banter'd by ſome of his Companions, 
Why ſhould they not be capp d, ſaid he, I am ſure they are 
Fz1Lows. 2 = 
When poor Daniel Button died, one of his punning 
Cuſtomers being at his Burial, and Iooking on his Grave, 
cried out, 7 his is a more laſting Button-hole, than any made 


by a Taylor. | 


A Parſon in his Sermon having vehemently inveighed 
againſt Uſury, and ſaid, that lending Money upon Uſe 
was as great a Sin as #i/ful Murder; having ſome time 


after an Occaſion to borrow twenty Pounds himſelf, and 


coming to one of his Pariſhioners with that Intent: the 
other aſc'd him, if he would have him gwlty of a Crime 
he had ſpoke ſo much againit, and lend out Money upon 
Uſe ? No, ſaid the Parſon, I would have you lend it 
Gratis, Ay, replied the other, but in my Opinion, if 
lending Money upon Uſe be as bad as Wilful Murder, lending 
it Gratis can be little better than Felo-de-ſe. 

The French King having a Lady in his private Apart- 
ment, commanded that no one ſhould enter till his Ma- 
jeſty gave Orders for his being ſeen. An Officer happen- 
ing to come at that time with an Expreſs, was very im- 

rtunate to be admitted; but being denied, was obliged _ 


to wait till a Lady in Green had come out of the King's 


Cloſer, ſoon after which he was introduced; and enquiring 

of his Majeſty's Welfare, the King told him he had been 

ſomewhat indiſpoſed, but was then perfectly recovered. 

The Officer reply'd, I believe your Majeſty was 3 
ww Wit 


; 
| 
i 
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with the Green Siclneß, for I jaw it go out at the 
Dor. 
A Gentleman coming into a Choir, where there was 


none of the beſt Muſick in the World, hearing them fing- 


ging, Have Mercy upon us miſerable Sinners. Ay, ſays 
he, they might very well have ſaid, Have Mercy upon ws 
miſerable Singers, | | 

A Beggaraſking Alms under the Name of a poor Scholar, 
a Gentleman to whom he apply'd himſelf, aſk'd him a 
Queſtion in Latin. The Fellow ſhaking his Head, ſaid, 
He did not underſtand him: Why, ſaid the Gentleman, 
did not you ſay you were a poor Scholar? Tes, reply'd 
the other, 4 poor one, indeed, Sir, for I don't underſtand 
one Word of Latin. 

A Parſon and Clerk having a Mind for a Whet before 
Service began, went to a avern, but drinking rather too 
much, the Paſtor, while his Deputy was ſinging a Palm, 
fell faſt aſleep in his Pulpit ; the Clerk obſerving it, and 
willing to excute him, ſung the Pſalm twice over; but 


finding the faithful Shepherd ſtill fleeping, jogg'd him, 
and ſaid, Sir, it is out. To which the Parſon loudly 
anſwer'd, I hy then fill another, ſuppoſing himſelf ſtill in 


the L'avern. 
A Gentleman in the Country having the Misfortune to 


have his Wife hang herſelf on an Apple- Tree, a Neigh- 


bour of his came to him, and begg'd he would give him 


a Cyon of that Tree, that he might graft it upon one in 


his own Orchard, for who &now:, ſaid he, but it may 
bear the ſume Fruit. 2 5 

A Gentleman who had been out a ſhooting, brought 
home a ſmall Bird with him, and having an Jriſb Servant, 
he aſk'd him if he had ſhot that little Bird? Yes, he told 
him. Arrah ! by my Shoul, Hon y, reply 'd the 1riſhman, 
it was not worth Powder aud Shot; for this little Thing 
would hawe died in the Fall. 

A Gentleman happening to turn up againſt a Houſe 
to make Water, did not ſee two young Ladies looking out 
of a Window cloſe by, till he heard them giggling ; then 
looking towards them, he aſked what made them io 
merry? O! Lord, ſaid one of them, a very little Thing 


N&-.:: Mr 


will make us laugh. 
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Mr. 6G— , the Surgeon, being ſent for to a Gentle - 
man who had juſt received a ſlight Wound in a Rencounter, 
gave Crders to his Servant io go Home with all haſte 
imaginable, and f{etcir 2 certain Plaiſter ; the Patient 
turning a little pale, Lerd, Sir, ſaid he, { hope there is 
mn Danger. Yes, ind:ed is there, anſwer'd the Surgeon ; 


for if the Fellow don't ſet up a good pair of Heel:, the Wound 


will heal before he returns. 

A certain Nobleman, who had too much Fdrtitude and 
Greatneſs of Soul, to be ſhaken with every Breath, was 
in Trelaud during the late Rebellion in Scotland, and one 
Morning, when it was reported that the Roman Catholicks 
were about to riſe, a Gentleman run into his Chamber 
very abruptly, My Lord, my Lord, were undone, ſays he, 
all Dublin 7s up. Why, what's o' Clock? ſays the Noble- 
man. Ten, my Lord, anſwer'd the Gentleman. Why then, 
truly, ſays his Lordſhip, with ſeeming Unconcern, 7/7 
get up myſelf, for I think "ones Man thou'd be up at Ten 
& Clock, 

I happen'd once; ſince theſe great Hoops were in Faſhion, 


to be ata Chriſtning, when a Lady, who had more Vi- 
vacity than Diſcretion, began to rally a little Gentleman 


in Company about the Marriage of his Friend, who it 


ſeems, was alſo a very little Man. 71, ſurprixing to me, 
ſays the Lady, that Mi's *** auhoave all know to be a 


Girl of good Senſe, fhould ever think of ſuch a diminutive 
Animal; why T cou'd hide fifty of them under my Petticoat. — 
Madam, quoth the Gentleman, I don't doubt but you have 
had a hundred there before nw. 

A modeſt Gentlewoman being conipel d by her Mother 
to accuſe her Huſband of Inſufficiency, and being in the 
Court, ſhe humbly deſir'd of the Judge ſhe might write 
her Mind, and not be oblig'd to ſpcai: it, for Modeſty's 
Sake : The Judge gave her that Liberty, and the Clerk 


was ordered to give her Pen, Ink, and Paper; whereupon 


ſhe took the Pen without dipping it into the Ink, and 
made as if ſhe would write. Says the Clerk to her, Ma- 
dam, there's no Ink in your Pen. Tru hy, Sir, ſays ſhe, 
that's juſt my Caſe, and therefore I need not explain myſelf 
ery further, 4 


(275) 
A Scotchman was very angry with an Ero/;/hman, W 
he ſaid abus'd him, and call 8 Un Falſe "4s x aith, 815 
you are quite miſtaken, quoth the Eagliſoman, for I ſaid 
you were a True Scot. 5 
A Gentleman ſaid of a young Wench who conſtantly 
ply'd about the Temple, that if the had as much Law in 
her Head, as ſhe had in her Tail, ſhe would be one of the 
ablejt Counſel in England. 
„ 4% — 5, the Painter, having finiſſi'd a very 
good Picture of Fig the Prize-Fighter, who had been fa- 
mous for getting the better of ſeveral /r;/>--» of the ſame 
Profeſſion, the Piece was ſhewi: to old Jah hon the Player, 
who was told at the fame ime, that Mr. E 14 —7 
defign'd to have a Metzotinto Print taken from it, but 
wanted a Motto to put under it. Then, ſaid old 7%ſen, 
I'll give you one: 4 Fig for the Iriſh. 
- A Gentleman coming to an Inn in Smthjield, and ſee- 
y ing the Oſtler expert and tractable about the Horſes, aſt'd, 
How long he had liv'd there, and what Countryman he 
was? [/e Yerkſhire, ſaid the Fellow, an ha lived Sixteen 
Tears here. I wonder, replied the Gentleman, hat in /o 
long a J ime, fo clever a Fellow as vo ſeem to be, hae not 
come to be Maſter of the Inn yourſelf, Ay, anſwered the 
Oſtler, but Mazfter's Yerkſhire too. | 
A Child was to be chriſtened, and the Man ſaid to his 
Wife, Who doſt thou think will be Godfather? Marry 
I don't know, ſaid ſhe; why, Will. Johnſon 3 O the Fa- 
ther, ſays ſhe, will he be here! 
One told another who wa not us'd to be cloth'd often, 
that his new Coat was too ſhort for him; That's true, ſaid 
he, cut it auill be long enough before T get another, 

Gun Jones, Who had rais'd a handſome Fortune from 
| a ſmall Beginning, happening to have ſome Words with 
a Perſo.: who had known him for ſome Time, was aſk'd, 
how he could have the Impudence to give himſelf ſuch 
Airs to one who knew him ſeven Years ago, when he 
had nardly a Rag to his A—e? You lye, Sirrah, reply'd 
Jones, for ſeven Years ago, l had nothing but Rags to 
my A—Ee., | 
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( 276 ) 
King Henry the VIIIth appointing a Nobleman to go 
an Embaſſy to Francis I. at a very dangerous Juncture, 


he begg'd to be excuſed, ſaying, ſuch a threatening Let- 


ter to ſo hot a Prince as Francis I. might go near to coſt 
him his Life. Fear not, ſays old Harry; if the French 
King ſhould take away your Life, I'll revenge it by take- 
ing off the Heads of many Frenchmen now in my Power. 
But of all theſe Head, reply'd the Nobleman, there may 


not be one to fit my Shoulders. 


A Country Farmer going croſs his Grounds in the Duſk 
of the Evening, eſpy'd a young Fellow and a Laſs very 


_ buſy near a Five-Bar-Gate, in one of his Fields, and 


calling to them to know what they were about, ſaid the 
young Man, No Harm, Farmer, we are only going to prop- 
a-gate. 1 

A certain Author was telling Mr, Seavel that a Paſſage 
he found Fault with in his Poem, might be juſtified, and 
that he thought it a Metaphor. It is ſuch a one then, 


ſaid the Doctor, as truly I never met-a-fore. 


Mr. Serjeant Gr, being lame of one Leg, and 
pleading before the late Judge Forteſcue, who had little 
or no Neſe, the Judge told him, He was afraid he had 
but a lame Cauſe of it. Oh ! my Lord, ſaid the Serjeant, 
hace but a little Patience, and Til warrant I prove every 
Thing as plain as the Nole on your Face. | 

A Gentleman being at Dinner at a Friend's Houſe, 
the firſt Thing that came upon the Table was a Diſh of 


' Whitings, and one being put upon his Plate, he found it 


ſtink ſo much that he could not eat a Bit of it; but he 
laid his Mouth down to the Fiſh, as if he was a whiſ- 
pering to it, and then took up the Plate, and put it to 
his own Ear. The Gentleman, at whoſe Table he was, 
enquiring into the Meaning, he told him, that he had a 
Brother loſt at Sea about a Fortnight ago, and he was aſk- 
ing that Fiſh if he knew any thing of him. And what 


Anſwer made he, ſaid the Gentleman,? He told me, re- 


plied the other, that he could give no Account of him, for 

he had not been at Sea theſe three Weeks. | 
I would not have any of my Readers apply this Story 
as an unfortunate Gentleman did once, who the next or 
| | tex 
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after he had firſt heard it, was whiſpering a finding Rump 
of Beef, at a Friend's Houſe. 

The Chaplain's Boy of a Man of War, being ſent out 
of his own Ship of an Errand to another, the two Boys 
were conferring Notes about their Manner of Living: 
How often, ſaid one, do you go to Prayers now? Why, 
anſwered the other, in caſe of a Storm, or the Apprehen- 
fon of any Danger from the Enemy: Ay, ſaid the firſt, 
there's ſome Senſe in that ; but my Matter makes us go 
to Prayers when there is no more Occaſion for it, than 
for my leaping over-board. . 

A young Fellow, who fancied himſelf a good Player, 
reſolved to take to the Stage, and having offer'd his Ser- 
vice to the Proprietor of Covent-Garden- Houſe, was de- 
fired to ſpeak ſome Lines of Tragedy by Way of Proba- 
tion, before the great Mr. Quin. While he was tearing 
away his 'I'ragedy-Speech, a Dog, whobelong'd to ſome 
of the Company, ſet up a howling, which drowned the 
Voice of the Actor: Hereupon Mr. Quin aſk'd whoſe 
Dog it was? and being anſwer d: He's a Dog of FJuag- 
ment, by Jove, ſays he; and then turn'd away on his 
Heel, 

Another came alſo to offer himſelf, whoſe Talent lay in 
Comedy, and having given a Specimen of his Capacity to 
the ſaid Mr. Quin, he aſk'd if he had ever play'd any 
Parts in Comedy ? The former anſwer'd, Ves; he had 
play'd Abel in the Alchymift.. I am rather of Opinion you 
plaꝝ'd Cain, fays Quin, for I am certain you murder 'd 
Abel. | 
There being a great Diſturbance one Night at Drury- 
Play-houſe, the late Mr. Vill, coming upon the Stage 
to ſay ſomething to pacify the Audience, had an Orange 
thrown full at him, which when he had taken up, make- 
ing a low Bow, with the Orange in his Hand, Thts is no 
Civil Orange, I think, ſaid he. | 

A certain Poet and Player, remarkable for his Impu- 
| dence and Cowardice, happening many Years ago to 
have a Quarrel with Mr. Powe!, another Player, received 
from him a ſmart Box on the Ear; a few Days after, the 
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King Hexry the VIIIth appointing a Nobleman to go 


an Embaily to Francis I. at a very dangerous Juncture, 


he begg'd to be excuſed, ſaying, ſuch a threatening Let- 
ter to ſo hot a Prince as Francis I. might go near to coſt 
him his Life. Fear not, ſays old Harry; if the French 


King ſhould take away your Life, I'll revenge it by take · 


ing off the Heads of many Frenchmen now in my Power. 
But of all theſe Head, reply'd the Nobleman, there may 

A Country Farmer going croſs his Grounds in the Duſk 
of the Evening, eſpy'd a young Fellow and a Laſs very 
buſy near a Five-Bar-Gate, in one of his Fields, and 
calling to them to know what they were about, ſaid the 


young Man, No Harm, Farmer, we are only going to prop- 


a-gate. 
A certain Author was telling Mr, Sexve/ that a Paſſage 
he found Fault with in his Poem, might be juſtified, and 
that he thought it a Metaphor. It is ſuch a one then, 
ſaid the Doctor, as truly I never met-a-fore. 
Mr. Serjeant Gr, being lame of one Leg, and 
pleading before the late Judge Forteſcue, who had little 
or no Neſe, the Judge told him, He was afraid he had 


but a lame Cauſe of it. Oh ! my Lord, ſaid the Serjeant, 


hade but a little Patience, and Pl warrant I prove every 
Thing as plain as the Nole on jour Face. 5 

A Gentleman being at Dinner at a Friend's Houſe, 
the firſt Thing that came upon the Table was a Diſh of 


Whitings, and one being put upon his Plate, he found it 


ftink ſo much that he could not eat a Bit of it ; but he 
laid his Mouth down to the Fiſh, as if he was a whiſ⸗ 
pering to it, and then took up the Plate, and put it to 
his own Ear. 'The Gentleman, at whoſe 'Table he was, 
enquiring into the Meaning, he told him, that he had a 
Brother loſt at Sea about a Fortnight ago, and he was aſk- 
ing that Fiſh if he knew any thing of him. And what 


Anſwer. made he, ſaid the Gentleman,? He told me, re- 


plied the other, that he could give no Account of him, for 
he had not been at Sea theſe three Weeks. = 


I would not have any of my Readers apply this Story 


as an unfortunate Gentleman did once, who the next Day 
| | dex 
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after he had firſt heard it, was whiſpering a finking Rump 


of Beef, at a Friend's Houſe, 
The Chaplain's Boy of a Man of War, being ſent out 


of his own Ship of an Errand to another, the two Boys. 


were conferring Notes about their Manner of Living : 
How often, ſaid one, do you go te Prayers now? Why, 
anſwered the other, in caſe of a Storm, or the Apprehen- 
hon of any Danger from the Enemy: Ay, ſaid the firſt, 
there's ſome Senſe in that ; but my Maſter makes us go 
to Prayers when there is no more Occaſion for it, than 
for my leaping over-board. | 

A young Fellow, who fancied himſelf a good Player, 
reſolved to take to the Stage, and having offer'd his Ser- 
vice to the Proprietor of Covent-Garden- Houſe, was de- 
fired to ſpeak ſome Lines of Tragedy by Way of Proba- 
tion, before the great Mr. Quin. 
away his 'I'ragedy-Speech, a Dog, whobelong'd to ſome 
of the Company, ſet up a howling, which drowned the 
Voice of the Actor: Hereupon Mr. Quin aſk'd whole 
Dog it was? and being anſwer'd: He's a Dog of Fudg- 
ment, by Jove, ſays he; and then turn'd away on his 
Heel. 


Another came alſo to offer himſelf, whoſe Talent lay in 


Comedy, and having given a Specimen of his Capacity to 
the ſaid Mr. Quin, he aſk'd if he had ever play'd any 
Parts in Comedy ? The former anſwer'd, Ves; he had 
play'd Abel in the Alchymift, I am rather of Opinion you 


play'd Cain, ſays Quin, for I am certain you murder d 
Abel |: 


There being a great Diſturbance one Night at Drury- 
Play-houſe, the late Mr. Vilis, coming upon the Stage 
to ſay ſomething to pacify the Audience, had an Orange 
thrown full at him, which when he had taken up, make- 
ing a low Bow, with the Orange in his Hand, Thzs i, no 
Civil Orange, I think, ſaid he. 

A certain Poet and Player, remarkable for his Impu- 


dence and Cowardice, happening many Years ago to 


have a Quarrel with Mr. Poxwe/, another Player, received 
from him a ſmart Box on the Ear; a few Days after, the 


Poetical 
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( 278 ) 
Poetical Player having loſt his Snuff-Box, was making 
ſtrict Enquiry if any body had ſeen his Pox. V hat, ſaid 
another of the Theatrical Punſters, that which George 
Powel gave you the other Night? 

Mr. H — r, one of the Commiſſioners of the 
Revenue in Ireland, being one Night in the Pit at the 
Play houſe in Dublin, Monocca Gaul, the Orange Girl, 
famous for her Wit and Aſſurance, riding over his Back, 
he popp'd his Hands under her Petticoats. Nay, Mr. 
Commiſſioner, ſaid ſhe, 50 J find no Goods there but what 
have been fairly enter'd. 

Mr. Ville, paying a Viſit to Mr. Farquhar, Author 
of the Stratagem, when he was extremely ill, told him, 
that Mrs, Oldfield thought he dealt too freely with the 
Character of Mrs. Sallen, (which ſhe was to play) in give- 
ing her to Arber without a proper Divorce, which was 
not a Security for her Honour. Jo /alve that, reply'd 
Farquhar, I'll get a real Divorce. Marry her myſelf, 

and give her my Bond ſhe ſhall be a rea! Widow in leſs than 
4 Fortnight, 

A certain Doctor having raiſed a pretty Fortune by 
irregular Practice, was deſirous of purchaſing a Coat of 
Arms to. adorn his Chariot, and accordingly aſk'd a2 
Friend's Advice, what he had beſt have for them? Oh / 
Doctor, ſaid he, nothing will ſuit you better than three 
Ducks, and let the Motto, if you pleaſe, be, Quack, Quack, 


Quack. 


A certain Country Juſtice, remarkable for incredible 
Stories, was telling a Londoner, who happened to dine at 
the Market. town with him, of a Turnip, which grew in 
one of his Fields, that five Sheep had eat their Way into, 


and liv'd in it during the Winter. The Citizen, in his 


Turn ſaid, he could tell him of as wonderfnl a Thing as 


that: for not long before he left the Town, Buſineſs call - 


ed him to Whitechapel, where he paſled by a Brazier's, 
who was making a Copper, which was ſo very large, that 
though four and twenty Men were at work upon it, they 
could not hear each other hammer the Rivets. What 
the De'el can that be for? ſays his Worſhip, W. 2.5 to bail 
your Turnifs in, ſays the other. 


An 


( 279) 

An arch Priſoner, who had an unfavourable Counte- 
nance, being brought to the Bar to be try'd for Horſe- 
ſtealing, the Judge immediately ery'd, Oh here is a no- 
ted Villain, I am ſure ! Why Sirrah, I can ſee the Rogue 
in your Face. Ay, my Lord, ſays the Fellow, I wonder at 
that; for I did not know my Face was a Looking-glaſs, 
till your Lordſhip ſaw yourſelf in it. 

Sir Thomas Gardner, being choſe Recorder of London, 
one ſaid that Office was the moſt fitting for him of all 


others ; for no Place in the Kingdom was more full of 


ill Weeds. nn 

A Gentleman requeſted a Thing of an unchaſte Wo- 
man. No, ſays ſhe, had ] a Hundred, you ſhould have 
none of em. Well, {aid he, I know the Time when you 
had but one Thing, you'd let a Friend uſe it. 

A Citizen having new-built his Houſe, he was praiſe- 
ing the Conveniency of it, and how light it was : For, 
ſays he, the Morning Sun lies all Day upon it. — 

As Livia went Abroad in Rome, there met her naked 

young Men ſporting in the Streets, whom Auguſtus going 
about to puniſh ſeverely, Livia ipoke for them, and ſaid, 
"Twas no more to chaſte Women, than ſo many Statues, 
A Country Parſon that was double diligent, would 
catechiſe Forenoon and Afternoon; his Expreſſion in 
the Forenoon was this, So much for Men and Boys: In 
the Afternoon, I intend briefly to run over the old Wo- 
men, and have one touch with the Maids, 

A Man, very rich, but very filly, was recommended 
to a Gentleman, as a good Match for his Daughter. No, 


no, ſaid he, I would rather have a Man without Money, 


than Money without a Man. 

A young Lady of a pretty high Spirit, who was juſt 
about entering into the Marriage State, told her Gallant, 
that ſhe could never bring herſelf to ſay Obey, and was 
reſolved ſhe would not. When the Ceremony was per- 
forming, and ſhe was to repeat that Word, ſhe was for 
mincing the Matter, and cried Honour and bey: Nay, 


Madam, ſaid the Parſon, you muſt ſay Obey, I cannot ſay 


you are married, if you do not ſpeak the Words as the 
Office directs; but ſill ſhe would only lay as ſhe had 
done before, and the Parſon again reproving her: Ho 
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her alone, Doctor, ſaid the Huſband, let her only ſay 
Bey, if ſhe has a Mind to it now, and I'll make her cry 
O at Night. 

The Ixdependent N hig, an Author who was no great 
Friend to the Clergy, tells us the following Story of a 
Parſon. An unfortunate Lewvite, ſome Years ſince, have- 
ing an Intrigue with a Butcher's Wife, and being caught 
in Bed with her by the Huſband, had his Head cleft by 
him; and when the Butcher was brought upon his Trial 
for the ſame, neither the Number of the reverend Audi- 
tors, who attended the ſame, a due Regard to the Cloth, 
or an Apprehenſion of the Carnage it might produce, 
could hinder the Judge from directing the Jury to call 
the Crime only Man-/laughter. This ſo provoked the 
weak Spirit and Patience of a holy Brother, then preſent, 
that he cried out in the Court, Here's a fine World! If 
theſe Things be ſuffered, there will be no living for us. 
The famous Tory Lee, a Player in King Charles the 
Second's Reign, being killed in a Tragedy, having a 
violent Cold, could not forbear coughing as he lay dead 
upon the Stage, which occaſioning a good deal of Laugh- 
ing and Noiſe in the Houſe, he lifted up his Head, and 
ſpeaking to the Audience, ſaid, This makes good what 
my poor Mother uſed to tell me; for ſhe would often 
fay that IHHould cough in my Grawe, becauſe 1 uſed to drink 
in my Porridge. This ſet the Houſe in ſuch good Hu- 
mour, that it produced a thundering Clap, and made 
every one very readily pardon the Soleciſm he had before 
committed. 

A certain French Gentleman, having been but a very 
little while in England, was invited to a Friend's Houſe, 
where a large Bowl of Punch was made, a Liquor he had 
never ſeen before, and which did not all agree with him; 
but having forgot the Name of it, he aſked a Perſon the 
next Day, What dey call a das Liqueur in England, which 
is all de Coutradiction; where is ae Brandy to make it 
ſtrong, and de Vater to make it ſmall, de Sugre to make 
it ſaveet, and de Lemons to make it four ? Punch, anſwered 
the other, I ſuppoſe you mean. Ay, Ponche, begar, cried 
Monſieur, it almoſt ponche my Brain out laſt Night, 


The 
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The famous Captain Firzpatrich, who married 'Squire 
Meſtern's Niece, and was reckoned an excellent Hand at 
making Bulls, was walking one Day, with two or three 
Ladies, a little Way out of F:/?-Chefter, with his Hat 

under his Arm ; the Wind blowing very hard, one of the 
_ Ladies ſaid, wonder, Captain, you acid be ſo ceremonions 
to walk bare-headed in ſuch buifterous Weather ; pray, Six, 
put on your Hat. By my Shoul, dear Madam, anſwered 
the Captain, I hawe been after trying tabo or three times 
already, and the Wind is fo high, that I can't keep my Hat 
upon my Head any longer than tis under my Arm, 

The ſame Gentleman being with the aforeſaid Ladies 
in a Nobleman's Garden, where there was a large Iron 
Roller, told them, he thought it was the biggeſt ror 
Rolling Stone he ever ſaw in his Life, 

A Philoſopher being blamed by a Stander-by, for de- 
fending an Argument weakly againſt the Emperor Adrian, 
replied, What, would you have me contend with a Man 
that commands thirty Legions of Soldiers ? 


A Painter turned Phyſician ; upon which Change, a 


Friend applauded him, ſaying, You have done well, for 


before your Faults could be diſcovered by the naked Eye, but 
now they are hid. | 


Zelim, the firſt of the Ortoman Emperors that ſhaved 
his Beard, his Predeceſſors having always worn it long, 


being aſked by one of his Baſſaws, why he altered the Cuſ- 


tom of his Predeceſſors ? Anſwered, Becauſe you Baſſaws 


Pall not lead me by the Beard as you did them. 


It being told Antigonus, in order to intimidate him, 
as he marched to the Field of Battle, that the Enemy 


would ſhoot ſuch Vollies of Arrows as would intercept 


the Light of the Sun. I am glad of it, replied he, for it 
being very hot, we ſhall then fight in the Shade, 

A Sailor having received ten Guineas for turning Ro- 
man Catholick, ſaid to the Prieſt who paid him the Mo- 


ney, Sir, you ought to give me ten Guineas more, becauſe © 


it is fo damnable hard to believe Tranſubſtantiation. 
Dr. South, viſiting a Gentleman one Morning, was 


aſk'd to ſtay Dinner, which he accepting of, the Gentle- 


man ſtepped into the next Room and told his Wife, and de- 


ſir'd ſhe'd provide ſomething extraordinary. Hereupon ſhe. 


began 
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began to murmur and ſcold, and made a thouſand Words ; 
till at length, her Huſband, provok'd at her Behaviour, 
proteſted, That, if it was not for the Stranger in the next 
Room, he would kick her out of Doors. Upon which 
the Doctor, who heard all that paſſed, immediately ſtep- 


ped out, crying, I beg, Sir, you'll make no Stranger of 


me. 
Some Repartees, ſtrictly ſpeakirg, ought not to be 
brought under the Head of Jeſts, yet, for the Rea- 
dineſs of Thought are ſomewhat better. Of this Sort, 


was the Anſwer made by Sir Robert Sutton to the late 


King of Pruſſia, on his aſking him at a Review of his 


tall Grenadiers, if he could ſay, an equal Number of 


Engliſemen could beat em? No, Sir, anſwered Sir Ko- 
bert, 1 won't pretend to ſay that, but 1 believe half the 


Number awcul7 try. 


A Gentleman, arreſted for a large Sum, ſent to an 
Acquaintance, who had often profeſſed great Friendſhip 
to him, to beg he would be his Bail ; the other told him, 


he had promis'd never to be Bail for any Man, but with 


much Kindneſs ſaid, 7// tell you what you may do, you 


may get ſomebody elſe if you can. | 


Mr. Amner, going through a Street in Windſor, two 
Boys looked out of a one Pair of Stairs Window, and 
cry'd, There goes Mr. Amner, that makes ſo many Bulls! 
He hearing them, looked back, ſaying, You Raſcals, I 


z know you well enough; if 1 had you here, Id kick you down 


Stairs, | „ 
King Charles II. paying a Viſit to Doctor Busby, while 
he was exerciſing his Function, the Doctor is ſaid to have 


ſtrutted through the School with his Hat upon his Head, 


while his Majeſty walk' d complaiſantly behind, with his 
Hat under his Arm; but when he was taking leave at the 
Door, the Doctor, in great Humility, thus addreſs'd him- 
ſelf to the King; Sir, I hope your Majeſty will excuſe my 
ewant of Reſpect hitherto ; if my Boys were to imagine there 
was a greater Man in the Kingdom than myſelf, 1 ſhould 
never be able to rule them, _ | 1 


The Earl of C——4, notwithſtanding his great good 


Nature, was at a certain Time oblig'd to lay his Cane 
over the Shoulders of Sir Harry **®* who took it very 
| | | | patiently ; 
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patiently ; ſome time after, Sir Harry himſelf can'd a 
Fellow, who was a great Coward ; upon which, my 
Lord meeting him next Day, told him he was glad to 
hear he behav'd ſo gallantly yeſterday, Ay, my Lord, 


ſaid he, you and { know who abe beat. i | 
A young Man, who was a very great Talker, making 66 | 
a Bargain with J/ocrates, to be taught by him; //ocrates "if 
aſk'd double the Sum his other Pupils paid, and the Rea- Rp 
fon is, ſaid he, I muſt be oblig'd to tench thee tabo Sciences; = 
one to ſpeak, and the other to hold thy Tongue. | —_ 
Tom Clark, of St. John's, deſir'd a Fellow of the ſame All | 
College to lend him Eiſhop Burnet's Hiſtory of the Refor- Wi 
maticn 3 the other told him, he could not poſſibly ſpare | 1 | 
it out of his Chamber, but if he pleas'd, he might come w. | 
there and read it all Day long. Some Time after, the "4 
ſame Gentleman ſends to Tom, to borrow his Beilows : Wal { 
Tom ſent him Word, He could not poſſibly ſpare them out of 14 
his Chamber, but he might come there and blow all Day long 1 : 


if he wou'd. | 
A Gentleman having brought his Friend down into his 
Cellar, his Friend obſerving there was no Seat to fit on, 
aſk'd him the Reaſon of it. Becauſe, ſays the other, 
I will have no Man that comes here drink any longer 
than he can ſtand, | | 
A Gentleman came to a Widow's Houſe, and ſhe. 
preſented him with a Cup of ſmall Beer ; ſo coming a 
Week afterwards, ſalutes him with another Cup of the 
ſame Beer, ſaying, Sir, I dare not commend the Beer to 
you, for indeed it is dead; to which he reply'd, that 
ay very well be, for it was very weak when I was here _ 
aſl. | ih 
To Citizens paſſing through a Country-Village, ſaw 9 
a very fair Houſe, not inhabited; ſays one, VI had this 
Houſe at London. it ſhould not ſtand here ſo long empty. 7 
A merry Gentleman riding on the Road, ſaw a Boy | 
foul his Breeches. Why Sirrah, ſaid he, are you not 
aſham'd to make a Fool in your Breeches? Alas! Sir, ſaid 
the Boy, you make a worſe of your Doublet, to button 
up ſuch an , in it. | 
The famous Buchanan being at Dinner, where the 
Soop was exceeding hot, burnt his Mouth, and 5 the 
| | | | ame 
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We ſhall ſhoot him with the Bible. Now, Sirs, I ſhall 
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ſame time breaking Wind backwards: 77 7s awell for you, 
ſaid he, that you made your Eſcape, for 1 ſhould have burnt 
you alive if” you had ſtaid. | | 

A Scotch Parion in the Rump Time, in his babbling 
Prayer, ſaid, Laird bleſs the Grand Council, the Parlia- 
ment, ard grant they may all hang together. A Country 
Fellow ſtanding by, ſaid, Yes, yes, with all my Heart, 
and the ſooner the better; and JI am ſure it is the Prayers of 
all good People. But, Friends, ſaid Saauney, I don't mean 


as that Fellow means, but pray they may all hang toge- 


ther in Accord and Concord. No matter avhat Cord, 
replied the other, / "tis but a frong Cord. 

An Honeſt Highlander, walking along Ho/6curn, heard 
a Voice cry, Rogue, Scot, Rogue, Scot ; his Northern 
Blood, fir'd at the Inſult, drew his broad Sword, look- 


ing round him on every Side, to diſcover the Object of his 


Indignation ; at laſt he found that it came from a Parrot, 
perched in a Balcony within his Reach : But the Gere- 


u Scot, diſdaining to ſtain his truſty Blade with ſuch _ 


ignoble Blood, put up his Sword again, with a ſour 
Smile, ſaying, Gin ye bere a Man, as yere à Green 
Ceuſe, I would ſplit your Weem. 

A Scotch Parſon preaching upon theſe Words, RI 
the Devil, aud he will ſiy from you, began thus: My Be- 
loved, you are all here to-day, but wot ye who is 


among ye? Even the mickel horned Devil. Ye cannot 


ſee him ; but by the Eye of Faith I ſee him. But ſome 
of you will ſay, What ſhall we do with him now we 
have him here? How ſhall we deſtroy him? We will 
hang him. Alas, my Beloved, there are not ſo many 
Tows in the Pariſh as will hang him, he is as light as a 
Feather, 'Then ſome of you will ſay, We will drown 


him. Humph, my Beloved, there is too much Cork in 


his Arſe, he's as ſouple as an Eel, he will not fink, 
Others of you will ſay, We will burn him. Na, na, Sirs, 


you may ſcald your Sals, but ye cannot burn him, for all 


the Fire in Hell could never yet ſinge a Hair of his Tail. 
Now, Sirs, ye canna find a Way among you all to kill 
him, but I will find it. What Way will this be, Sirs? 
We ſhall even ſhoot him. Wherewith ſhall we ſhoot him? 


ſhoot 
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ſhoot him preſently. So, preſenting the Bible, as Soldiers 
do their Muſkets, he cries out, 790t, toott, toott. Now 
he is ſhot ; there lies the foul Thief as dead as a Herring. 
The Reverend Mr Brodie preaching one Day at the 
Kirk in Edinburgh, on Hell Torments, repreſented them 
to be intolerable, by the extreme Cold they ſuffered there. 
And it being at that Time very cold Weather, one of 
his Congregation, aiter Sermon, took upon him to aſk 


him the Reaſon of his ſo doing, when all the eminent 


Divines had preached it up to be the Reverſe. O Sir, 
faid he, I had good Reaſon ; for if I had told them it was 


hot, 1 Gould hawe had bom all run away to Hell to warm 


themſelves. 

An Iiiman having a Looking-Glaſs in his Hand, 
ſhut his Eyes, and placed it before his Face; der 
asking him, Why he did ſo? Upon my Shoul, ſays Teague, 
zt 7; to ſee hos 1 look anden I am aſleep. 

Two Gentlemen ſtanding together, as a young Lady 
paſſed by them, ſaid one, Zhere goes the hanaſomeſi Woman 
{ ever ſavy, She hearing him, turned back, and ſeeing him 
very ugly, ſaid, Sir, I wiſh I could, in Return, ſay as 
much by you. So you may, by * Madam, ſaid he, and 
lie os 1 did. 

A French Courtier who was a little ſuſpected of Imbe- 


cility, one Day meeting the Poet Ben, Who had 


often jeer'd him: Sir, ſaid he, for all your filly Jeſts, 


my Wife was brought To- bed of a Boy two Days ago, 


Faith, reply'd Benſerand, I never queſtion'd your Wife. 

Peter Walters one Day being a little ſevere on a Gen- 
tleman who did not want Wit, was ask'd by him, how 
the D—1 he came to be ſo witty, and where he got it 
all? My, ſays Peter, 1 am ſure Nature never gave me 
any; but you muſt | know, I hawe lately bought a good many 
£ ftates of Men of Wit, and they always gave me their 
Wit into the Bargain, 

An Under Sheriff in Suſſex, being to attend a Male- 
factor to Execution on a Friday, went to him the Wed. 
neſday before, to aſk the following Favour: My good 


Friend, ſays tue Sherif, you know I have Orders to ſee 


you executed next Friday; now it ſo falls out, that I 
have Buſineſs of the utmoſt Importance to do at London 
| = | on 
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on that Day, and as you muſt die ſo ſoon, one Day's 


Difference can make no Odds; you know I have been 
very kind to you during your Confinement, and I ſhould 
take it as a particular Favour, if you wou'd be hang'd on 
Thurſday Morning. To which the Priſoner replied, Tis 
very true, you have been very kind to me, for which I 


return you my hearty Thanks, and am very ſorry I can- 


not oblige you in this Particular; for it alſo ſo falls out 
with me, that 1 have ſome Buſineſs of great Importance to 
do on Friday Morning; but Mr. Sheriff, to ſhew you 
that I am notan ungrateful Man ; ſuppoſe we put off this 
faid hanging till Monday Morning: If you like that, Mr. 
Sheriff, I'll do it with all my Heart. 
Two Gentlemen having Words in a Tavern, at length 
fell to fighting with their Canes ; a Stander-by, obſerving 
one of them to ſtrike his Antagoniſt over the Head, while 
the other only belabour'd the Sides and Shoulders; after 
the Fray was over, aſk'd the latter, why he did not ſtrike 
upon the Head alſo? Oh! Sir, ſaid he, if I had hit him 


over the Head I ſhou'd have broke my Cane. 


A Journeyman Shoemaker having a Kindneſs for his 
Miſtreſs: his Maſter being out of J own, he importuned 
her to let him lie with her; bur ſhe ſaid no, faintly. When 
Night came, he gets into his Miſtreſs's Bed before ſhe _ 
came, and draws the Curtains cloſe about him ; ſhe not 
knowing any thing of him, undreſt and got into Bed. 
Which ſhe had no ſooner done, but ſhe felt ſomething 
ſtir ; Who is there, ſaid ſhe? Tis I, Miſtreſs, ſays he. 
O you Rogue, you Dog, how dare you ofter ſuch a 
Thing? Sirrah, I will have you made an Example. Well 
well, ſays he, I am ſorry I have offended you, don't be 
angry with me, and I will be gone Ny, ſays ſhe, you 
did not hear me bid you be gone. Moæu you are here, you may 
Hay; but if ever you offer io do ſuch another Thing, I pro- 
teſt, as I am an honeſt Woman, I will tell your Maſier. 
A Taylor ſaid, he was ſo tender-hearted, that he could 
not kill a Louſe; another told him, it proceeded from 
faint Heartedneſs, becauſe he had not the Heart io ſee 
his own Blood. 1 5 

A Gentlewoman lov'd a Doctor of Phyſick, and to en- 


joy him, feign'd herſelf fick ; the Doctor being ſent for 
in 


( 287 ) 
mn all Haſte, went vp and ſtaid with her an Hour, When 
he came down, her Huſband aſk'd him how ſhe' did? O, 
ſays he, ſhe has had ſuch extream Fits, that if you had but 
ſeen one of them, it would have made your Heart ake. 

A Scholar blowing his Fire, the Noſe of the Bellows 
dropt off: ſays he, 1 ſee it's cold IFeather for the Noſe of 
the Bellows drops. 

A Quaker, that was a Barber, being ſued by the Parſon 
for Tythes; Yea and Nay went to him and demanded the 
Reaſon why he troubled him, ſeeing he had never Deal- 
ings with him in his whole Life: Hy, ſays the Parſon, 


it is for Tythes. For Tythes ! ſays the Quaker, I rn | 


Friend upon what Account? Why, ſays the Parſon, fo 


Preaching in the Church. Alas ! then, reply'dthe . | 


I have nothing to do to pay thee ; for 1 come not there, Oh ! 
but you might, ſays the Parſon, for the Doors are always 
open at convenient Times. And thereupon told him, he 
would be paid, ſeeing it was his Due. Yea and Nay 
hereupon ſhak'd his Ears, and making ſeveral wry Faces, 
departed, and immediately enter'd his Action (it being a 
Corporation Town) againſt the Parſon for forty Shillings. 
The Parſon, upon Notice of th's, came to him, and very 


hotly demanded, Why he put ſuch a Diſgrace upon him? 
and for what did he owe him the Money ? Truly, Friend, 
reply'd the Quaker, for Trimming. For Trimming ! ſeid 


the Parſon; hy I was never trimm'd by you in my Life ; 
Oh ! but thou might'ſt have come and been trimm'd, if thou 
hadſt pleaſed, for my Doors are always open at convenient 
Times as well as thine. 

One that had the looking after a Chapel, gave a Charge 
to the reſt, to let in none of the Croud before the great 
Perſons were come and ſeated; thereupon going to the 
Veſtry, and looking into the Chapel, he eſpy'd a great 
many People ; at which being angry, he told one of the 
Vergers, I am afraid you'll be turn'd out of your Place, 


for you have fill'd the Chapel full of People before any 


body comes in. 

A Country-F ellow, thatching of a Houſe, had an arch 
Boy to ſerve him with Straw : At laſt, a great Hog came 
by them, and curn'd up his Snout, as if he were liſt' ning; 


ſays 
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ſays the Thatcher to the Boy, What does the Hog think 


now ? O, ſays the Boy, I'll warrant you he's hatching of 


Miſchief ; and while he was buſy at his Work onthe Lad- 
der, the Boy hunted the Hog under it, and joſtling againſt 
it, down comes the Ladder, Man and all : Pox on you, 
ſays he to the. Hog, 'tis true as the Boy ſaid, you were 
hatching of Miſchief. 

One aſk'd aScullion of a Kitchen, (who was very witty) 
How he came to have ſo much Wit? he anſwer d, Why 
where /hould it be unleſs in the Skull ? 

A Man having a wry Noſe, one told kim: he knew 
what his Noſe was made on, and what it was not made 
on. W/hy, ſaid he, hows that ? Why, ſays the other, 
tis not made of Wheat, tis made ory. 

Three Citizens walking in the Fields, one ſaid, We 
ſhould have a great Year of Blackberries ; for, ſaid he, the 


laft Week, 1 pluck? da Handful of the faireſt Red Black- 


berries that ever I ſaw. A ſecond Perſon laugh'd at him 
| ſaying, Red Blackberric: is a Bull. But the third Perſon, 
with much Gravity, juſtify'd what the former had ſaid, 


and very ſagely queſtions, Are not Blackberries aways red 


when they are green? 
A Gentleman being at a Tavern, ſeeing a Salt- ſeller 


of foul Salt, call'd very angrily to the Drawer, and bid 


him bring up ſomefre/ Salt. 
A beautiful young Creature of thirteen Years of Age, 
being to be married to a ſtrapping Fellow of about thirty, 
the young Lady's Mother was ſeverely rallied at a Tea- 
Table Converſation, for conſenting to ſuch an unequal 
Match: The old Gentlewoman ſaid, in her Defence, hat 
ſhe had much rather her Daughter ſhould ſmart than itch, 
Dr. M——4 coming out of Tom's Coftee-Houſe, an 
impudent broken Apothecary met him at the Door, and 
accoſted him with a Requeſt to lend him five Guineas; Six, 
ſaid the Doctor, I am ſurprixed that you ſhould apply to me 
for ſuch a . a0 do not know you ! Oh, dear Sir, 
reply d the Apothecary, it is for that wery Reaſon 3 ; for 
thoſe who do, won't lend me a Faithing. 
Ina Viſit Queen Elizabeth made to the famous Lord 
Chancellor Bacon, at a ſmall Country-Scat, which ** 
uile 
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built for himſelf before his Preferment ; ſhe afk'd him, 
| How it came that he made himſelf fo ſmall a Houſe ? It is 
not I, Madam, anſwer'd he, who h ave my Houſe too ſmall 
for myſelf, but your Majeſty, who have made me too big for 
my Houſe. 

King William III. being upon a March, for ſome 
ſecret Expedition, was intreated by a General to tell him 
what his Deſign was: The King, inſtead of ſatisfying 
him, aſk'd him, whether, in caſe he ſhould tell him, he 
could keep it a Secret, and would let it go no farther; the 

General promiſed it ſhould not. Well, anſwer'd his 
Majeſty, I know how to keep a Secret as well as you. | 

Mr. 7 s C r, the Comedian, coming one | 

Day to his Father, begg'd him to let him have an hundred | 
Pounds, which would make him perfectly eaſy in his Af- 
fairs. Why, The. ſaid the Father, it is very ſtrange you 
can't live upon your Salary, your Benefit, and other Ad- 
vantages ; when I was of your Age, I never ſpent any of ll 4 
my Father s Money. Id not know that, anſwer'd the 13 
Son, but J am ſure you hat ſpent a great many Hundred 1 
Pounds of my Father's Money. = 
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An ordinary Country Fellow being called as an Evidence = 
in a Court of Judicature, where the Terms of Morigager | Ml 
and Mortgagee were frequently uſed, the Judge aſk'd the =_ 
Countryman if he knew the Difference between the Mort- 1 


gager and the Mortgagee: Ves, ſaid he, it is the ſame as 
between the Nodder and Noddee, How is that? reply'd 
the Judge. Why you ſit there, my Lord, faid the Clown, 
and I nod at you ; then I am the Neader, and your Lord- 
ſhip is the Noddee. | 
Two Fellows meeting, one aſk'd the other, Why he 
look 'd ſo ſad ? I have very good Reaſon for it, anſwer'd 
the other; poor Zack Such-a-one, the greateſt Crony and 
beſt Friend I had in the World, was hang'd but two 
Days ago. What had he done, faid the firlt ? Alas, re- 
plied the other, he did no more than you or I ſhould have 
done on the like Occaſion ; he found a Bridle in the Road, 
and took it up, What, anſwered the other, hang a Man 
for taking a Bridle! that's hard indeed! , ſaid he, 
but to tell the Truth of the Matter, there was a Horſe tied 
to the other End of it. 


You. II. | 0 Queen 


* 
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Queen Elizabeth having taken Notice of the Duke 4e 
_ Pilla Medina's gallant Behaviour at a Tournament, told 

him one Day, that ſhe would abſolutely know who his 
Miſtrefs was: Villa Medina excuſed himſelf a-while, but 
at laſt yielding to her Curioſity, he promiſed to ſend her 
her Picture The next Morning he ſent her Majeſty a 
Packet; wherein the Queen finding nothing but a ſmall 
Looking- glaſs, preſently underſtood the Spaniard's Mean- 
ing. 

25 Dyer, in a Court of Juſtice, being order'd to hold 
up his Hand that was all black: Take off your Glowe, 
Friend, ſaid the Judge to him. Put on Jour Spectacles, 
my Lord, anſwer'd the Dyer, 

A certain Captain who had made a greater Figure than 
his Fortune could bear, and who, the Regiment not being 
paid as was expected, was forced to put off a great Part 
of his Equipage ; walking a few Days after, by the 
Road Side, he ſaw one of his Soldiers fitting louſing him- 
ſelf under an Hedge: I hut arc ycu doing there, Lom? 
ſaid the Officer. 22 hy Foith, Sir, anſwer'd the Soldier, 
4 am folibaui, g your Examle, getting rid of Part of my 
etinue. 

A certain great Lord having, by bi: Extravagancies, run 

over Head and Fars in Debt ; and ſeeming very little con- 
cern'd about it, one of his Friends told him, one Day, 
that he wondered how he could ſleep quietly in his Bed, 
whilſt he was ſo much in Debt. For my Part, ſaid my 
Lord, 1fleep very well, but I wonder bor my Creditors 
can. 

A Gaſcon Officer, having ſerved Henry IV. King of 
France, and not having received any Pay for a conſide- 
rable Time, came to the King, and confidently ſaid to 
him, Sir, three Words with your Majefly, Money or Diſ- 
charge. Four with deu, anſwered his Majeſty, neither 
one, nor tother, 

A certain Italian kevin wrote a Book upon the Art 
of making Gold, dedicated it to Pope Leo X. in Hopes 
of a good Reward, His Holineſs finding the Man con- 
ſtantly following him, at length gave him a large empty 
Purſe, ſaying, Sir, ſiuce you know how to make Gold, you 
can have no Need of any thing but a Purſe to put it in, 


3 
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A proud Parſon, and his Man, riding over a Common, 
ſaw a Shepherd tending his Flock, and having a new 
Coat on, the Parſon aſk'd him, in a baughty Tone, who 
gave him that Coat? The ſame, ſaid the Shepherd, that 
cloathed you, the Pariſb. The Parſon, nettled at this, 
rode on, murmuring, a little Way, and then bade his 
Man go back, and aſk the Shepherd if he'd come and 
live with him, for he wanted a Fool. The Man going 
accordingly to the Shepherd, delivered his Maſter's Meſ- 
ſage, and concluded, as he was ordered, that his Maſter 
wanted a Fos/. Why are You going away then? ſaid the 
Shepherd. No, anſwered the other. Then you may tell 


your Maſter, reply'd the Shepherds his Living won't 


maintain Three of us. 77 

An old Woman, who had a very handſome Daugh- 
ter, had a great Jealouſy and Fear, that one Mr. John 
Turner, a young Fellow in the Neighbourhood, had a 
great Mind to be too buſy with her ; and, as ſhe appre- 
hended, watching them pretty narrowly, ſhe caught them 


in the very Fact upon the Bed in the Garret; upon Which 


ſhe halloo'd out, with a diſmal Groan, O ! 7% Turner ! 


John Turner! No, I think, Mother, ſaid he, She lies 


very well alreaay. | 


Lord Falkland, the Author of the Play, called the 


Marriage Nigh', was Choſe very young to ſit in Parlia- 
ment ; and when he was firſt elected, ſome of the Mem- 
bers oppoſed his Admiſſion, urging, That he had not ſoæu- 
ed his wild Oats ; Then, reply'd he, it will be the beſt 


Way to ſow th m in the Houſe, where there are ſo many 


(Geeſe to pick them up. 

When Mrs. V --— z firſt acted Sir Harry Wildair at 
Drury-Lane Playhouſe, coming off the Stage into the 
Green Room, I believe, ſaid ſhe, that one Half of the 
Houſe take me really for a Man: To which ſaid Mrs. 
Clive, But the other Half, Madam, know to the contrary. 
| A School-Maſter aſking one of his Boys, in a ſharp 

wintry Morning, what was Latin for Cold, the Boy heſi- 
tating a little, What Sirrah, ſaid he, can't you tell? Yes, 
yes, replied the Boy, I bade it at my Fingers Ende. 
A Nobleman having preſented King Charles II. with 

a five Horſe, his Majeſty bade &/ligrew, who was pre- 

| REN” ne Kent, 
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ſent, tell him his Age; whereupon Killigreav goes and 


examines the Tail: What are you doing, ſaid the King ? 


that is not the Place to find out his Age. O! Sir, ſaid 


Killigrew, your Majeſfy knows one ſbould never look a 
Gift Horſe in the Mouth, | „ 

A certain Poetaſter, whoſe Head was full of a Play of 
his own Writing, was explaining the Plot and Deſign of 
it to a Courtier. The Scene Mit, ſaid he, is in Cappa- 
docia ; and to judge rightly of the Play, a Man muſt tran- 


Sport himſelf into the Country, and get acquainted with the 


Genius of the People, Yau ſay right, anſwered the Cour- 
tier, and 1 think it would be beſt to have it adted there. 
| Two Gentlemen, one named Chambers, the other 
Garret, riding by Tyburn, ſays the firſt, Thrs 7s @ very 
pretty Tenement, F it had but a Garret. You Fool, ſays 
Garret, don't you know there muft be Chambers ir ft. 

An arch Boy having taken Notice of his School-ma- 
ſter's often reading a Chapter in Corinthians, wherein is 


this Sentence, We ſhall all be changed in the twinkling of 


an Eye, privately eraſed the Letter C in the Word Chan- 


ged. The next Time his Maſter read it, We all foall 


be hanged in the twinkiing of an Eye, 05 8 
A young Gentleman, who had an Inclination to get 


upon the Stage, apply'd to Mr. Rich, who deſir'd him 


to ſpeak ſome Lines of Tragedy, in the famous Soliloquy 
of Hamlet. The Gentleman began in a very diſagreeable 
Manner, To he, or not to be, that is the Queſtion BY 


Not to be, ſays Rich, and io left him to rant by himſelf. 
Hippiſley, the Player, having a large full Wig on, which 
he had not paid for, was told by a Friend of his, that it 
was a very good one. Faith Sir, ſaid he with his uſual 
Humour, I know not how good it may prove in the long run, 


but at preſent it has run me over Head and Ears in Debt. 


A Puritan coming to a Cheeſemonger's Shop to buy 
Cheeſe, when he gave him a Taſte, he puts his Hat before 
his Eyes, to ſay Grace. Nay, ſaid he, I ſee inſtead of 


taſting ir, you intend to make a Meal of it. 
A certain Great Man, who had been a furious Party- 


Man, and moſt ſurprizingly changing Sides, by which 


| he obtained a Coronet, was ſoon after at Cards at a Place 
where Lady ud was, and complaining in the 


PR. Midſt 
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Midſt of the Game, that he had a great Pain in his Siae, 
I thought your Lordſhip had 20 Side, ſaid ſhe. Ves, but 
I have, anſwer'd my Lord, and Back-Side too. Have 
you /o ? reply'd my Lady, every Body knows your Wife 
Bas one. | 

A Gentleman fitting by Mrs. . 1 at 
Lord Lowat's Trial, took Notice to her of Fanny M—'s 
being at a little Diſtance from them. O! faid ſhe, I ſup- 
pole Fanny has an Eye upon the whole Houſe of Commons, 


And 1 dare anſwer for her, Madam, reply'd the Gentle- 


man, / ſhe has, her Eye's no bigger than her Belly. | 

A Scholar of Dr. Busby's coming into a Parlour where 
the Doctor had laid down a fine Bunch of Grapes for his 
own eating, takes it up, and ſays aloud, I pub/i/b the Banne 
between theſe Grapes and my Mouth ; if any one knows any 


Juſt Cauſe or Impediment why theſe two ſhould not be joined 


together, let them declare it, Ihe Doctor being but in 
the next Room, overheard all that was ſaid, and coming 


into the School, he order'd the Boy who had eaten his 


Grapes to be taken up, or, as they call'd it, hors'd on 
another Boy's Back, but before he proceeded to the uſual 
\ Diſcipline, hecried out aloud, as the Delinquent had done; 

I publiſh the Banns between my Rod and this Boy's Breech; 
Hany one knows any juſt Cauſe or Impediment why theſe 
two ſhould not be joined together, let them declare it. I for- 
bid the Banns, cried the Boy, Why ſo, ſaid the Doctor? 
Becauſe the Parties are not agreed, reply'd the Boy. 
Which Anſwer ſo pleaſed the Doctor, who lov'd to find 


any Readineſs of Wit in his Scholars, that he ordered the 


Boy to beſet down. | . 1 
The late Sir Robert Henly, who was common'y pretty 
much in Debt, walking one Day with two or three other 
Gentlemen in the Park, was accoſted by a Tradeſman, 
Who took him afide for a Minute or two, and when the 
Baronet rejoined his Company, he ſeem'd to be in a great 
Paſſion, which his Friends taking Notice of, aſk'd him 
what was the Matter? Why the Raſcal, ſaid he, has been 
dunning me for Money 1 have owed him theſe ſeven 
Years, with as much Impudence as if it was a Debt of 
Yelterday, | ; 
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Joe Haines, the Player, being aſk'd, what could tran- 
ſport Mr. Collier into ſo blind a Zeal, for the general 
Suppreſſion of the Stage, when only ſome particular Au- 
thors had abuſed it? whereas the Stage, he could not 
but know, was generally allowed, when rightly conducted, 
to be a delightful Method of mending the Morals. For 
that Reaſon, replied Haines, Collier is, by Profeſſion, a 
 Moral- Mender himſelf, and two of Trade, you kuow, can 
REVEY agree. 1 
A Parſon, in the Country, taking his Text in St. Mat- 
_ thew, Chap. viii. ver. 14. And Peters Wife's Mother 
lay fick of a Fever, preach'd for three dundays together on 
the ſame Subject: Soon after two Country Fellows going 
croſs the Church Yard, and hearing the Bell toll, one aſked 
the other, who it was for ? Nay, I can't tell ; perhaps, 
replied he, it 7s for Peter's Wife's Mother, for ſhe has been 
aich of a Fewer theſe three Weeks. | | 
A young Fellow, not quite ſo wiſe as Solomon, eating 
ſome Cheſhire Cheeſe full of Mites, one Night at the Ta- 
vern, Now, ſaid he, have I done as much as Sampſon, for 
J bave flain my Thouſands and my Ten Thouſands, Yes, 
by G d, anſwered one of the Company, and with the 
lame Meat on too, the Faw-Bone of an Aſs. 
Poor Foe Miller going one Day along the Strand, an 
impudent Derby Captain came ſwaggering up to him, and 
thruſt between him and the Wall. 7 don't uſe to gie 
the Wall, aid he, to every Jaclanapes; But I do, ſaid For, 
and ſo made Way for him. . LP 
A certain Officer in the Guards telling one Night, in 
Company with Foe Miller, of ſeveral wonderful Things 
he had ſeen Abroad, among the reſt, he told the Com- 
Pany, he ſeen a Pike caught that was ſix Feet long. That's 
a Trifle, ſaid Joe, I have ſeen a Half- Pike, in England, 
tonger by a Foot, and yet not worth Two-pence. © _ 
Femmy Spiller, another of the jocoſe Comedians, go- 
ing one Day through Rag-Fair, a Place where the yſell 
Second-hand Goods, cheapened a Leg of Mutton, he 
ſaw hang up there, at a Butcher's Stall. 'The Butcher 
told him it was a Groat a Pound. Are not you an uncon- 
 ſeionable Fellow, ſaid Spiller, to aſe ſuch a Price, when 
ene may buy a new one for that in Clare-Market? 
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A certain poor unfortunate Gentleman was ſo often Wl 
pulled by the Sleeve by the Bailiffs, that he was in con- ; It | 
tinual Apprehenſion of them, and going one Day thro? 1 


Tawviſtocſ Street, his Coat-Sleeve, as he was ſwinging | 4 | 
it along in a Hurry, happened to hitch upon the Iron 1 
Spike of one of the Rails; whereupon he immediately | | 

turn'd about, in a great Surprize, and cry'd out, At whoſe 1 


Suit, Sir? At whoſe Suit? 

Two City Ladies meeting at a Viſit, one a Grocer's | 
Wife, and the other a Cheeſemonger's, (who perhaps 13 
ſtood more upon the Punctilio of Precedence, than ſome A! 
of their Betters would have done at the Court End of the 
Town) when they had riſen up and took their Leaves, 
the Cheeſemonger's Wife was going out of the Room 
firſt, upon which the Grocer's Lady, pulling her back 
by the Tail of her Gown, and ſtepping before her, No, 
Madam, ſaid ſhe, nothing comes after Chee/o. 

An arch Critic oblerving that moſt of our modern Play- 
writers were Plagiaries, and ſtole from Corneille, Racine, 
Moliere, and other French Authors. One of the Con- 
pany aſk'd him from whence the immortal Sr had 
pilfer'd? Why truly] ſays he, not having the Fear of 
Haven before his Eyes, he has ſucrilegicuſſy ſtolen from that 

ſacred Goddeſs, Nature, in all her Works. 
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the Archbiſhop of Paris would not let his Body be buried 
in conſecrated Ground : 'The King being inform'd of 
this, ſent for the Archbiſhop, and expoſtulated with him 
about it ; but finding him unwilling to comply, aſk'd 
how many Feet deep the Holy Ground reach'd? Tha 

Biſhop anſwer'd, About cight. Well, reply'd the King, 
I find there is no getting the better of your Scruples ; there- 
fore, let his Grave be dug twelve Feet deep, that's four 
below your conſecrated Ground, and let them bury him there. 
A Dutcheſs in a late Reign, hearing that a Man in a 
high Poſt, where he had the Opportunity of fingering a 
great deal of Money, had married his kept Miſtreſs : 
Good Lord ! ſaid ſhe, that Fellow is always robbing the 
Publick. | TO 
A Quaker lodging at an Inn, the Houſe being full, a 
damning Blade came up into his Room, and would have 
| O 4 0 hecicr'd 
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hector'd him out; but he told him "twas his Room, and 
by Yea and Nay, he ſhould not come there. The Hec- 
tor then began to thunder out his Oaths, and to ſtrike 
him; but the Quaker being a ſtout Fellow, returned his 
Blows double and treble, and at laſt kick'd him down 
Stairs. With that, the Maſter of the Houſe ſending the 
Tapſter to know the Occafion of all that Noiſe, he told 
him, *twas nothing, but that Yea and Nay had kick'd 
G—d damme down Stairs. 

_ Ring James keeping his Court at Theebald's, in a Time 
of Contagion, divers Conſtables, with their Watchmen, 
were ſet at ſeveral Places, to hinder the Concourſe of 
People from flocking thither without ſome neceflary Oc- 
caſion; amongſt others, one Gentleman (being ſomewhat 
in the Garb of a Serving-man) was examined what Lord 
hg belong'd unto? To which he readily reply'd, To 
tile Lord Fehowah: Which Word being beyond the 
Gonſtable's Underſtanding, he aſk'd his Watchmen, if 
they knew any ſuch Lord ? They replied, No. How- 
ever, the Conſtable being unwilling to give Diſtaſte, ſaid, 
Well, let him paſs, notwithſtanding, I beliewe it ſome 
Scotiſh Lord or other. Se} | 
One ſaid to his Friend, I hear your Wife is quick al- 
ready. Yes, ſays he, a Pox on her, ſhe is very nimble ; 
J have had her but a Month, and ſhe is ready to lie down, 
Two Country Fellows at an Aſſize in King James's 
Reign, were wondering why the Judges Beards were 
| ſhaved ſo cloſe : One ſaid, I was to make em look grim, 
zo terrify the Priſoners ; but the Other, a wonderful dif- 
creet Man, ſaid, It was only to repreſent her Majeſty's 
Perſon | | 
A Grazier ſent his Son to the Univerſity, and he ſtu- 
died Poetry; his Father check'd him for it; Vell, fince 
you are a Poet, tell me why ſo handſome a Woman as Ve- 
nus, married ſuch an ugly Fellow as Vulcan? I wonder at 
it too, Father ; and yet I wonder as much, why my Mother 
marricd you. | | 
- One aſk'd another, what ſuch a one was ? He told 
him. a Proctor of the Court, and doth ſome Buſineſs of 
my Wife's. Come, ſaid he, he doth no Buſineſs of thy 
Wife's, but does thy Buſineſs upon thy Wife. 
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A Country Fellow being to be catechized (who was an 
Apprentice) the Parſon aſk'd him, What's your Name? 
Jobn, fays the Fellow. Who gave you that Name? ſays 
the Parſon. My Godfathers and Godmothers, &c. ſays 
the Fellow, Well, ſays the Parſon ; And what did your 
Godfathers and Godmothers do for you? Says Fohn, Sir, 
they have done nothing for me yet, but they promiſe to 
do ſomething for me when I come out of my Time. 

One parting a Fray, was cut into the Skull ; ſays the 
Surgeon, Sir, one may ſee your Brains: Nay. then, I'll oe 
hang a, ſaid. he; If 1 had had any Brains, I had never 
come there, 


A Conſtable carry'd a big-belly'd Wench before a Juſ- 


tice, and ſaid, An't pleaſe your Worſhip, I have here 


brought you a Maid with Child. The Wench call'd him 
Fool and Knave : She being reprov'd, ſaid,  He'muſt need's 
be one of em; for, ſaid ſhe, if I am a Maid, he is a Fool 
to think I am with Child; and if 1 am not with Child, he 
z5 a Knave for ſaying I am. 

Some Thieves met a Man, robb'd him, and bound 
him in a Wood; a little after, they met with another, 
bound him alſo, and laid him on the other Side of the 
Hedge ; then one of 'em cry'd out, ſaying, I am undone, 
I am undone !. The other, hearing him ſay ſo, cried. 
out, Are you fo, then come ard undo me too. | 
A Gentleman meeting of his Godſon, aſk'd him_whi- 


ther he was going? To School, replies the Boy. That's, 


well, ſaid he, there's Sixpence for you, follow thy Learn- 
ing. apace ; I may, live to hear thee preach my Funeral. 
Sermon. Tf] 

Men ſometimes blurt out very unlucky Truths. A 
Town-Beggar was very importunate with a rich Miter, 
whom he accoſted in the following Phraſe : Pray, Sir, 
beſtow your Charity; good, dear Sir, beſtow your Cha- 
rity. Prithee, Friend, be quiet, replied old Gripus, I have 
it not. | | | 

A certain Prieft in a rich Abbey in Florence, being a 
Fiſherman's Son, cauſed a Net to be ſpread every Day, 
on a Table in his Apartment, to put him in Mind of his- 
Original: The Abbot dying, this diſſembled Humility 
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procured bim to be choſen Abbot : After which, the Net 
was uſed no more. Being aſk'd the Reaſon, he anſer- 
ed, There is no Occaſion for the Net now the Fijh is caught, 
One telling his Friend he was a Cuckold VI had 
not known it, replied he, 1 ul have been angry with 
you for telling me ont. 

Two conceited Coxcombs rangling and expoſing one 
another before Company, one told them, That they had 
both done like Wits : For you Wits, ſays he, never give 
oer, till you prove one another Fools. 

A young Lady, with a good Fortune, having beſtowed 
herſelf on a wild young Fellow: Vell, ſays the old Lady 
her Aunt, for all you were ſo enger to have him, you'll 


It. 


A Perſon having two very ungracious Sons, the one 


robb'd him of his Money, and tother of his Goods: His 
Neighbour coming to condole with him, told him, He 
might ſue the County, for he had been robbed between Son 
and Son. IE, | 

Tom, P „a good honeſt Fellow, but with very 
little Manners, being one Day at Dinner at Lord L—'s, 
ſeveral Ladies being at Table, my Lord told him, that 
Mr. Such-a-ore, naming a Gentleman in the Neighbour- 


hood, had taken ſomething very ill of him, and would 


take an Occaſion, he heard, to reſent it. Mr. Such-a-one, 
reply'd Tom, may kiſs my A-—, Upon ſuch a coarſe 


Expreſſion, the Ladies all ſtarted, and my Lord cry'd, 


Fie, Tom, I thought you would not have uſed ſuch a 
Word before Ladies. Why, my Lord, ſaid Tom, A 
an't Bawdy, is it? No, ſaid my Lord, but it is within 
half an Inch of it. {> | . | 

A mad Crew went to a Tavern with a (deviliſh) Reſo- 
lution to be damnable drunk; one being more over- 
power'd than the reſt, ſpew'd perpetually ; and ſeeing 
that he could no longer bear them Company, called for a 
Reckoning: Why, ſaid one, cannot you tell that, who 
have ſo often caſt up what you drank ! No, marry, J 
cannot, ſaid he, for I was ſo bujy in caſting up the Accompt, 
that I did not mind the Reckoning, 


have your Belly full of him in a little Time, Til warrant 


Three 
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Three young conceited Wits, as they thought them- 
elves, paſſing along the Road near Oxford, met a grave 
old Gentleman, with whom they had a Mind to be rude- 
ly merry: Good- Morrow, Father Abraham, ſaid one: 
Good-Morrow, Father Jaac, ſaid the next: Good- 
Morrow, Father Jacob, cry'd the laſt. I am neither A- 
braham, Iſaac, nor Jacob, reply'd the old Gentleman, 


but Saul, the Son of Kiſh, awho awent cut to fees his Father's 


Aſſes ; and lo! here I Habe found them. 


A young Man married an ill-temper'd Woman, who 


not contented, tho' he was very kind to her, made con- 
tinual Complaints to her Father, to the great Grief of 
both Families; the Huſband being no longer able to en- 
dure this ſcurvy Humour, bang'd her ſoundly : Here- 


upon ſhe complain'd to her Father, who underſtanding 


well the Perverſeneſs of her Humour, took her to Taſk, 
and laced her Sides ſoundly too; ſaying, Go and commend 
me to your Huſband, and tell him, I am now even with 
him, for 1 have cudgel'd his Wife, as he hath beaten my 
Daughter. 

A Fellow hearing one ſay, according to the [alan 
Proverb, That three Women make a Market with their 


chatting ; Nay then, ſaid he, add my Wife to them, and 


they will make a Fair. Y 

A Country Gentleman riding down Cornhbill, his Horſe 
ſtumbled, and threw him at a Shop Door, the Miſtreſs 
whereof being a pleaſant Woman, and ſeeing there was 
no Hurt done, afk'd him, Whether his Horſe uied to 
ſerve him ſo ? Yes, ſaid he, whenever he comes to the 
Door of a Cuckold: Lord, Sir, ſaid the, I wou!d adwijſe 
you to go back again, for you will have a hundred Falls 
elſe before you come to the Top of Cheapſide. 

A Gentleman riding near the Foreſt of /"hich-wwood, in 
Oxfordfvire, aſæ'd a Fellow, What that Wood was called? 
He ſaid, I/þhich-wood, Sir. Why that Wood, ſaid the 
Gentleman. I Hich. u cod, Sir. Why that Wood I tell 
thee ; he ſtill ſaid Phich-wood, TI think, ſuid the Gentle 
man, thou art as ſenſeleſs as the Wood that grows there: 
Ii. may be ſo, replied the other, but you n04w net Wich- 
wocd. e 
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An old Lady meeting a Cambridge Man, afk'd him 

How her Nephew behav'd himſelf? "Truly, Madam, ſays 
he, he's a brave Fellow, and flicks cloſe to Catherine 
Hall *. I voa, ſaid ſhe, [fear 'das much, he avas always 
bankering after the M. enches from a Boy. 

Some rattling young Fellows from London, putting into 
a Country-Jnn, ſeeing a plain rough hewn Country Far- 
mer there; ſays one of them, You ſball ſee me dumb- 
found that Countryman :— — So coming up to him, he 
gives his Hat a twirl round, ſaying, There's half a Crown 
for you, Countryman. I. he former, after recovering a 
little from his Surprize, rear'd his Oaken Towel, and ſur- 
veying him very gravely, gave him two very handſome 
Drubs on the Shoulder, ſaying, I thankyou for your Kind 
ns, Friend, there's tao Shillings of your Money again. 

One of the aforeſaid rattling Blades having been once a 
liitle kick'd for his Impertinence, demanded of his Bene- 
factor. with a bluff Face, Whether he was in Earneſt or 
not ? Yes, Faith, ſaid the other, in very good Earneſt, 
laying his Hand on his Sword, Say ye fo, reply'd 

he, In glad cf that with all my Heart: for 1 don t like 
ſuch Jeſts. | 

At the Maſquerade in the Hay Market, one appearing 
in the Habit of a Biſhop, another, for the Jeſt's Sake, 
bow'd his Knee to aſk Bleſſing. The former laying his 
Hand on his Head, very demurely ſaid, Prithee riſe, there's 
nothing in't indeed, Friend, 

A certain humourous old Knight, named Sir Sampſon, 
thinking to recommend himſelf to the Favour of a fine 
Lady, in the Way of Marriage, ſaid in the Concluſion of 

his Compliments, Oh! Madam, we Samp/ons were ſtrong 
Dogs from the Beginning, Take Care, Sir Samp/on, re- 
plied the young Lady, remembe th ſtr ongeſt of your Name 
pulP dan old Rowfe over his Head. 

A beautiful young Lady, but extreamly fanciful and 
humourous, being on the Point of reſigning herſelf into the 

Arms of ber Lover, began toenter on the Condition that 
ſhe expected ſhould be obſerved after the Articles were 
ſigned and executed. Among the reſt, ſays ſhe, 


'poſitiy ely, 


The Name of a College in that Univerſity. 
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poſitively, I will lie. in Bed as long as I pleaſe in the Vorn- 
ing : With all my Heart, Madam, ſays he, provided I may 
ger up when I pleaſe. 

A termagant Sempſtreſs coming to dun a young Fellow 
at his Lodgings, where he was terribly afraid to have his 
Landlady hear; ſhe began to open her Quail Pipes at a 
great Rate; but was preſently ſeized with a F it of Cough- 
ing. Lord, ſays ſhe, I have got ſuch a Cold, I can 
hardly ſpeak. Nay, as to that, ſays he, I don't care how 
ſoftly you ſpeak. Don't tell me of ſpeaking ſofily, ſays ſhe, 
let me bave my Money, or I'Il take the Law of you 
Do, ſays he, then you'll be forced to hold your Tongue, for 
the Law allows no body to ſcold in their own Cauſe. | 

Count Gondemar, the Spani/h Ambaſſador here, in 
Qucen Elizabeth's Time, ſent a Compliment to the Lord 
St, Albau's, whom he lived in no good Terms with, wiſh- 
ing him a merry Eaffer. My Lord thank'd the Meſſen- 
ger, and ſaid he could not requite the Count better, than 
by wiſhing him a good Paſſ over. 

When Recruits were raiſing for the late Wars, a Ser- 
jeant told his Captain, that he had got him a very extra- 
ordinary Man: Ay, ſays the Captain, prithee what's he ? 
A Butcher, Sir, replies the Serjeant, and your Honour wwill 
have double Service of him, for we had two Sheep-ſtealers 
in the Company b. fore. 

A harmleſs Country Fellow having commenced a Suit 
againſt a Gentleman that had beat down his Fences, and 
ſpoiled his Corn; when the Aſſizes grew near, his Ad- 
verlary bribed: his only Evidence to keep out of the Way: 
Well, ſays the Fellow, I'm reſolved I'll up to Town, 
and the King ſhall know it, The King know it, ſays 
his Landlord, who was an Attorney, prithee what Good 
will that do you, if the Man keeps out of the Way ? 
Why, Sir, ſays tbe poor Fellow, I have heard you ſay, the 
King could make a Man A PEER, at any Time. 

When the late Dauphin of France ſaid to the facetious 
Duke of Roguelaure, Stand farther off, Roguelaure, for 
you ſtink. The Duke replied, J a/# your Pardon, Sir, 
"tis you that ſmell, not J. 

A wild young Fellow that had ſpent his F ortune, be- 
ing "ed what be intended to do with himſelf? ſaid, He 
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. deſigned to go into the Army. How can that be? ſays 

one, you are a Jacobite, and can't take the Oaths. You 
may as well tell me, ſays he, that I can't take Orders, 

becauſe I am an Atheiſt. I aſk your Pardon, replied the 

other, I did not krioww the Strength of your Conſcience ſo well 

Qs T did the Weakneſs of your Purſe. 

A melting Sermon being preach'd in a Country Church, 
all the Congregation fell a weeping but one Man; who 
being ask d why he did not weep with the reſt? OY. 
ſaid he, 1 belong to another Pariſh. 

A noble Duke, who ſtammer'd ſo much that he was 
oblig'd to have a Servant ſtand behind him to repeat what 
he ſaid, ask'd a Clergyman at his Table, by Way of 
Joke, if he knew what was the Reaſon that Balaam's 
Aſs ſpoke? The Clergyman not underſtanding him, the 
Servant repeated what his Grace had ſaid. To which 
the Parſon pleaſantly anſwer'd, that Balaam ſtutter'd, 
and his Aſs ſpoke for him. 

The Tame noble Duke aſk'd a Cleigyman once at the 

Bottom of his 'Table, why the Gooſe, if there was one, 

was always plac'd next to the Parſon ? Really, ſaid he, 

1 can give no Reaſon for it; but your Queſtiun is ſo oda, 

that I jhall newer ſee a Gooſe for the future, without think- 
ing upon your Lordſhip. 

A Lady's Age happening to be queſtion'd, me affirm'd 
it was but Forty, and call'd to a Gentleman, who was 
in Company, to deliver his Opinion. Couſin, ſaid ſhe, 
do you believe I am right, when I fay, I am but F orty ? 
I'm ſure, Madam, ſaid he, I ought not to diſpute it; 
for I have conſtantiy heard you lay ſo for above theſe 
ten Years. 

4 Countryman ſowing his Field, and two ſmart Fel- 

lows riding by, one of em call'd to him with an infolent 
Air; Well, honeſt Countryman, it is your Buſineſs to 
ſow, but we reap the Fruits of your Labours. To which 
the Farmer replied, Ii 7s very likely you may, for truly 1 
am ſcauing. Hemp. 

Ay young Grecian bang ſhewn to the Emperor Augu- 
fas, who, 'twas ſaid, very much reſembled him, w_ 
the young Man, If his Mother had not been at Rite ? 


No, Sir, anſwer d the Grecian, but my Father has. 
Afelles, 
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Apelles, the famous Painter, having drawn the Picture 
of Alexander the Great on Horſeback, brought it as a 
Preſent to that Prince; who not beſtowing that Praiſe 
upon it as ſo excellent a Piece deſerved, 4pelles deſired a 
living Horſe might be brought, who, moved by Nature, 
tell to prancing and neighing, as though the Picture had 
been really a living Creature of the ſame Species: Here- 
upon Apelles told Alexander, That his Horſe under flood 
painting better than himſelf. 

It was a beautiful Turn given by a great I ady, who 
being aſk'd where her Huſband was, when he lay con- 
ceal'd for having been deeply concern'd in a Conſpiracy ? 
reſolutely anſwer'd, I have hid him, This frank Con- 
feſſion drew her before the King, who told her, Nothing 
but diſcoveriug where her Lord was concealed could 
ſave her from Torture; And will that do, Sir? ſays the 
Lady. Yes, replied the King, 1 have given my Word 
for it. Then, ſays ſhe, I hawe hid him in my Heart, there 
voll find him Which ſurpriſing Anſwer charmed her 
Enemies, and turn'd aſide the King's Reſentment. 
A Gentleman having beſpoke a Supper at an Inn, de- 
fir'd the Landlord to ſup with him. The Hoſt came up, 
and thinking to pay a greater Compliment than ordinary 
to his Gueſt, pretended to find Fault with the laying ef 
the Cloth, and took the Plates and Knives, and threw 
them down Stairs. The Gentleman reſolving not to baulk 
his Humour, threw the Bottles and Glaſſes after them; 
at which the Hoſt ſurprized, enquired the Reaſon of it. 
Nay, n-thing, replied the Gentleman, but when I ſaw 
you throw the Flates and Knives down, 1 thought you had 
a Mind to ſup below. 

An old Parſon was reprehending the Gallants of the 

Times, ſaying, Beloved, the Apparel which Men now 

wear, make them look like Apes in their ſhort Breeches ; 
and the Ladies forſooth, muſt have their Gowns drag- 
ling half a Yard upon the Ground, a very unſeemly 
Sight: Now, to rectify this Diſorder, you Women 
ſhould take up your 2 and you Men mould let down 
Your Breeches. 
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A Gentleman had often ſollicited his Wife's Maid for 
a little of that which Harry gave Doll; but ſhe deny'd it 
Mill, ſaying, he'd hurt her, and then ſhe would cry out: 
After all was done, look ye there now, ſaid he, did L 
hurt ye ? Well, ſaid ſhe, or did I cry out ? 

A City- Serjeant had an Action againſt a Gentleman 
at the Suit of a Taylor: He eſpies the Gentleman (but 
having forgot the Taylor's Name) and told him he had 
an Action againſt him: At whoſe Suit? ſays the Gen- 
tleman. Why, at his Suit that made your Suit, replies 
the Serjeant. 

A Tryal for Lands being pleaded before a Chancellor, 
the Council on both Sides ſet forth their Limitations in 
Queſtions by the Plat; and one Council pleaded, My 
Lord, we lie on this Side ; and the other ſaid, My Lord, 
we lie on this Side : Nay, ſays the Chancellor, if you lie 

on both Sides, I'll believe neither of you. 
A Lady was ſaying, ſhe had overthrown her Adver- 
ſary ; at which one of her Servants ſaid, Ay, he took a 
wrong Sow by. the Ear when he meddled with her Lady- 
ip. 

Ro Elizabeth 55 a Ga in her Garden, 
who had not felt the Effect ef her Favours ſo ſoon as he 
expected, looking out of her Window, ſaid to him in. 
Italian, What does a Man think of, Sir Edward, when 
be thinks of Nothing? After a little Pauſe, he an- 
ſwered, He thinks, Madam, of a Woman's Promiſe. The 
Queen ſhrunk in her Head, but was heard to ſay, Well, 
Sir Edward, I muſt not confute you: Anger makes dull 
Men witty, but it keeps them poor. 

Some Ladies having a Petition to preſent to the Speak- 
er of the Houſe of Commons, waited at. the Door for his 
going in; at laſt the Crowd grew ſo great, that there 
was hardly any paſling by ; which. one of the Meſſengers. 
ſeeing, cry'd out aloud, Ladies, pray fall back, and open 
to the Right and Left, tbat the Members may go in, 

King Charles the Second, with ſome of his Nobles, 


being a Hay- making, Nell Gwyza was with them, and 


looking upon them, Quoth the King, So Nell, why 


jeſty 


don t you make Hay ? To which ſhe faid, If your Ma- 


e 


. 

jeſty and the Nobles will cock as much as you can, I'll 
ſpread for you all. 

Some Gentlemen being in a Tavern, as they were in 
the Height of their Jollity, in came a Friend of theirs, 
whoſe Name was Samſon, Ay, ſaid one, we may be 
now ſecurely merry, fearing neither Serjeant, nor Bail. 14 
for though a thouſand of Philiſtines ſhould come, here is 


Samſon, who 75 able to brain them all. Sir, replied 


Sauser, may boldly venture on ſo many as you ſpeak of, 
provided you will lend me one of your faw-bones, 

A Gentleman complaining of a Misfortune, faid, It 
was along of that drunken Sot his Man, who could not 
keep himſelf ſober. With reſpe# to your Worſhip, ſaid 
the Fellow, I know wery few drunken Sots that do reep 
themſel ves ſober. 

A merry drolling Fellow, who lived with a Lady that 
was juſt on the Point of Matrimony, being ſent with a 


How d' ye to an Acquaintance of her's, who lived a few 


Miles off, was aſk d how his Lady did? 4h, dear Madam, 
replied the F ellow, ſhbe can never live long in this Con- 
dlition. 

A Perſon adviſing a Lady in Town to marry a Coun- 
try Gentleman; to recommend the Match in the ſtron- 


ger Terms, told her, it would be more convenient for 


her, becauſe his Concerius into the Country joined to her's. 


Ay. ſays the Lady, but his CONCERNS ſhall never join 
to mine in the City, 

A very grave Perſon being e before a Magiſtrate, 
for having a little Thing as big as a Baſtard laid to him; 
one that was paſling by, aſk'd, what was the Matter? Only, 
ſays another, an old Gentleman is apprehended upon Su- 
ſpicion of Manhood. Manhood] ſays the former, what! has 
he committed Murder? Quite contrary, replied the other; 
he has committed Fornication, and got a Subject, not killed 
one. 5 


A Prince laughing at one of his Courtiers, whom he 


had employ'd in ſeveral Embaſſies, told him, he look'd 


like an Owl ; I know not, anſwer's the Couttier, what 
1 look lite; but this J nd. I hawe had the Honour Jewe- 
24% times to repreſent your Majeſty s Perſon. 


The 
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The Standers-by, to comfort a poor Man, who lay on 
his Death bed, told him, he ſhould be carried to Church 
by four luſty proper Fellows. I thank you, ſaid he, but 
I had much rather go myſelf. | 

A Traveller, coming into the Kitchen of an Inn, in a 
very cold Night, ſtood ſo near the Fire, that he burnt his 
Boots, An arch Wag, who ſat in the Chimney-corner, 
cry'd out to him, Sir, you'll burn your Spurs preſently. 
My Boots you mean, I ſuppoſe, ſays the Gentleman. No, 
Sir, reply'd the other, zhey are burnt already. 7 


A Dog coming open-mouth'd at a Serjeant upon a 


March, he ran the Spear of his Halbert into his Throat, 
and kill'd him. The Owner coming out, rav'd extreme- 


ly that his Dog was kill'd, and aſk'd the Serjeant, an 


he could not as well hade firuck him with the blunt End of 


his Halbert ? So I would, ſaid he, if he had run at me 


with His Tail, 


A certain Lady finding her Huſband ſomewhat too fa- 


miliar with her Chambermaid, turn'd her away, ſaying, 
Huſſy, I have no Occaſion for ſuch Sluts as you; I hired 
you ro ao your own Buſineſs, not mine. | „„ 
An Ghiicer in the Cuſtoms at the Port of Liwerpool, 
running careleſsly along the Ship's Gunnel, tipp'd over- 


board, and was drowned. Being ſoon taken up, the Co- 
7 1551 * 4 . ER, La 
roner's ur vas ijummon d to nt upon tne BUuy, One of 


tine Jurymen returning home, was call'd to by an Alder- 


man of the Town, and ask'd what Verdict they brought 


in, and whether they found Felo de ſe? Ay, ay, ſays the 


Juryman, ſhaking his Noddle, he fell into the Sea ſure | 


enough, | 
Sir William D' Avenant the Poet, who had no Noſe, 
going along the Mews one Day, a Beggar- woman fol- 
low'd him, ſaying, God preſerve your Eye-ſight. Why, 
good Woman, ſays he, doſt thou pray ſo much for my 
Eye-ſight > 4h! dear Sir, anſwer'd the Woman, F ze 
pleaſe God you grow dim ſighted, you have no Place to hang 
your Spectacles on. e 5 3 
A A certain Lord had a termagant Wife, and at the ſame 
time a Chaplain, who was a tolerable Poet, whom his 
Lordſhip deſir'd to write a Copy of Verſes on a Shrew. 
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T can't imagine, ſaid the Chaplain, aby your Lordfvip 
fhou d want a Copy, who hawe fo good an Original. 

A young Gentleman, playing at Queſtions and Com- 

mands with ſome very pretty young Ladies, was com- 


manded to take off a Garter from one of 'em; but ſhe, 


as ſoon as he laid hold on her Petticoats, ran into the 
next Room, where there was a Bed. Now, Madam, ſaid 
he, [bar ſqueaking, Bar the Door, you Fool, ſaid ſhe. 


Some unlucky Yeftminſ/ter Scholars, under Dr. Buſty, 
beſmear'd the Stairs leading to the School, with ſome- 


thing that ſhall be nameleſs: The Doctor, as was deſign'd, 
foul'd his Fingers very much with it; which ſo enrag d 
kim, that he cry'd out, he wou'd give any Boy half a 
Crown, to diſcover who had a hand in it. An arch Boy 


immediately told him, for that Reward he would let him 


know who had a Hand in it. Well, ſaid the Doctor, I'll 
certainly give you the half Crown, if you tell me Truth, 
Why, then, Sir, anſwer'd the Boy, ou had a Hand in it, 
look at your bingers elſe. 

A drunken Fellow was brought before a Juſtice, and 


what Queſtion ſoever he ask'd him, he ſtill ſaid, Your 


Worſhip's wiſe ; then he committed him till the next 
Morning ; then ſent for him again, and told him of his 


idle Talk the Night before. Why, what did I ſay? 


Why, whatſoever I ſaid to you, favs the Hl., won 


5 77 — wars wwy wo _ 
ſtill fail 5 bi 


——.— « Gur Worth'p's wiſe; that 1 thought thou 
wer't mad. ' ruly, ſays he, if I faid ſo, I think I was 
mad indeed, 


A Cobler's Wife, ſpeaking of a Street wherein ſhe had 


lived before; her Apprentice, mumbling, ſaid, There | 


was none but Whores and Bawds lived there : What's 
that you ſaid, Sirrah? ſaid ſhe, 1 ſaid, ſays he, there 5 
honeſter omen than yourſelf lives there. 


A Gentleman galloping furiouſly over plow'd Lands 


towards Tame, meeting one, ſays he, I this the Way to 
Tame? Ay, ſays he, your Horſe, if he be as wild as the 
Devil. 


A knaviſh Attorney aſking a very 1 Gentleman. 


what was Honeſty? hat is that to you, ſaid he, meddle 


its thoſe Things that concern you, 


Socrates 
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Socrates was afk'd Why he endured his Wife's brawling? 
Says he, Why do you ſuffer your Geeſe to cackle ? Be- 
cauſe they lay us Eggs, ſaid the Perſon, Well, ſays he, 
and my Wife brings me Children. 

Another Time his Wife was brawling, and he walks 
out of Doors; upon that, ſhe threw ſome Water upon 


him. 1 thought, ſays he, after Thunder we ſhould have 
a Shower of Rain. 


King Charles the Second coming from Newmarket 


through Shoreditch to London, obſerving a Wall or Bank, 
lately made there of Horns, as is common in that Road, 
bid Rocheſter, who was in the Coach with him, take Notice 
of it. Ay, Sir, ſaid he, the Citizens ſeem 70 have been 


Jaying their Heads together to mend the Way again} your 


Majeſty came by. © 
D pon the Death of the famous Moliere, a Poet waiting 
with his Epitaph upon the Prince of Conde, the Prince 


told him, he ſhould have been much better Pleaſed, if Mo- 
liere had brought him his, 


One being at his Wife's Funeral, and the Bearers going 


haſtily along, call'd out to r Den't go ſo faſt, what 


need we 0 wg a Toilof a Pleaſure ? 


In King James the Firſt's Time, my Lord Craven was 


very deſirous to fee Ben Fohnſou, which Ben being told of, 
went to his Houſe in a tatter d Condition, as Poets ſome- 
times are; the Porter gave him ſaucy Language, and re- 


fus'd him Admittance, which Ben did not fail to return. 


My Lord chanc'd to come out, while they were wrangling, 
and aſk'd the Occaſion ? Ben, who ſtood in need of nobody 


to ſpeak for him, ſaid, he underſtood his Lordſhip deſir d 


to ſee him. You, Friend! reply'd my Lord, who are 


you? Ben Johnſon, reply'd the other. No, no, ſays his 
Lordſhip, you can't be Ben John/on, who wrote the Silent 


omann; you look as if you could not ſay Bo to a Gooſe. 


Bo, cries Ben. Very well, ſaid my Lord, who was better 
pleas'd with the Joke, than offended at the Affront, I am. 


now convinc'd by your Wit, that you are Ben Jobnſon. 


A Gentleman in King Charles the Second's Time, who 


had paid a tedious Attendance at Court, in ſolliciting a 


Place, and after a thouſand Promiſes, ſeem'd as far off as 
ever; at laſt reſolv'd to ſee the King himſelf, When in- 


_ troduc'd, 
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troduc'd, he told his Majeſty what Pretenſions he had to 
his Favour, and boldly aſk'd for the Place, juſt then va- 
cant. The King, hearing his Story, told him, the Place 
was juſt given away. Upon this, the Gentleman, mak- 
ing very low Obeiſance to the King, thank'd him many 
times over. The King, obſerving how thank fully he 
was, call'd him again, and aſk'd the Reaſon, why he 
thank'd him in ſo extraordinary a Manner, when he had 
denied his Suit? The rather, and pleaſe your Majeſly, 
reply'd the Gentleman; your Courtiers have kept me here 
theſe two Tears, and gave me a thouſand Put-offs, but your 
Majeſty has ſaved me all that Trouble, and generouſly given 
me my Anſaver at once. Gads Fiſh, Man, ſays the King, 
thou ſhalt have the Place for thy downright Honeſly. 

A Gentleman talking of his Travels, a Lady in Com- 


pany ſaid, ſhe had been a great deal farther, and ſeen more 


Countries than he. Nay then, Madam, replied the 
Gentleman, as Travellers, we may lie together by Authas 
rity. | 
A Gentleman ſpeaking of Peggy Yates, the famous 


Courtezan, who had always an Abundance | of fine 
_ Cloaths, faid, She was /ike a Squirrel, for ſhe always 


covered her Back with her Tail. 
One good Houſewife, who was a notable Woman at 
turning and winding her old Rags, was recommending her 


Dyer to another, as an excellent Fellow in his Way: 


That's impoſſible, ſaid the other, for I hear he is a great 
Drunkard, and beats his Wife, and runs in every body's 
Debt. What then, ſaid the firſt, he may never be the 


worle Dyer for all theſe Things. No! anſwer'd the other, 


can you imagine fo bad a Liver can die avell ? | 


Marcus Livius, who was Governor of Tarentum when 


Hamnibal took it, being envious to ſee much Honourdone 
to Fabius Maximus, ſaid one Day in open Senate, that it 


was himſelf, not Fabius Maximus, that was the Cauſe of 


the retaking the City of Tarentum. Fabius ſaid, ſmilingly, 
Indeed thuu ſpeakeft Truth, for haaſt thou not loſt it, T ſhould 


newer have retaken it, 
A ſmart Fellow, thinking to ſhew his Wit one Night 
at the Tavern, call'd to the Drawer, Here, Mercury, 
= ſaid 


- 
— —— _ —_ K — a 
MS CC Os ET Ae IE a SO - . . AT — © 2 SA EI = — * 
LA = F rr pK 4 . % — — —— Son — A 
—_—_ — . — — A — — e 1 


— — --woys 


23 


_ 
——_— 


2 


#20 


ID an ac 
1 — i, ces 
2 — . 


—_ 
" —_— 


7 
k 4 


— —— > 7 
> ARR a 


Cn odor = og Log 
3 - 2 —— — * i 


( 310 ) 
ſaid he, take away this Bottle full of Emptineſs ; Said one 
of the Company, Do you ſpear that, Jack, of your own 
Head f * -- | 
An extravagant young Fellow, rallying a frugal Country 
*Squire, who had a good Eſtate, and ſpent but little of it, 
faid, among other Things, I'll warrant you, that Plate- 


button'd Suit was your great Grand- Father's, Yes, ſaid 


the other, and I have my Great Grand-Father"s Lands 


Alphonſo, King of Naples, ſent a Meor, who had been 


his Captive a long Time, to Barbary, with a conſiderable 
Sum of Money to purchaſe Horſes, and to return by fuch 
a Time. There was about the King, a Buffoon, or Jeſter, 


who had a Table-Book, wherein he uſed to regiſter any 
remarkable Abſurdity that happened at Court. 'The Day 
the Moor was diſpatch'd to Barbary, the ſaid Jeſter wait- 
ing onthe King at Supper, the King called for his Table- 
Book, in which the Jelter kept a regular. Journal of Ab- 


ſurdities: The King took the Book, and read, How Al- 
phonſo, King of Naples, had ſent Beltram the Moor, who 


had been a long time his Priſoner, to Marocco, his own 
Country, with ſo many thouſand Crowns to buy Horſes. 
The King turn'd to the Jeſter, and aſk'd why he inſerted 
that? Becauſe, ſaid he, I think he will never come back to 


be a Priſoner again; and ſo you have loſt both Man and 


Money : But if he does come, ſays the King, then your 
Jeſt is marr'd : No, Sir, replies the Buffoon, for i, he 
ſgould return, {cuill blot out jour Name, and put in his for 
Fool. Ne | 

Metullus Nepos, aſking Ciecro, the Roman Orator, in 
a ſcofling Manner, Who was his Father? Czcero replied, 


Thy Mother has made that Queſtion harder for thee to 


anſwer. 2 
The Arch-Duke of Auſtria having been forced to raiſe 
the Siege of a Town called Grave, in Holland, and to 


retreat privately in the Night: Queen Elizabeth ſaid 


to his Secretary he1e, ——— That ! your Maſter is riſen 


From the Grade without Sound of Trumpet. 
A Philoſopher being aſk'd, why learned Men frequented | 
rich Men's Houſes, but rich Men 1eldom viſited the 


Learned 
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Learned - anſwered, That the firſt kniw what 
they wanted, but the latter did not. 5 

A Gentleman ſaying he had bought the Stockings he 
had on in Wales. Really, Sir, anſwered another, I? hought 
fo, for they ſeem to be Well choſe 7. e. Welch-hoſe. 

The late Sir Robert Henly, having received a Commiſ- 
ſion, conſtituting him. Captain of the Eleanor Fireſhip, 
was the ſame Evening paſſing Home to his Lodgings, 

when a fine Madam meeting him in the Street, earneſtly 
intreated the Favour of a Glaſs of Wine ; the Baronet 
curſing her for a filly Whore, ſaid, He avas well content 
ewith one Fireſbip in one Day. | FC 

Two 1i/-men having travelled on Foot from Cheer 
to Barnet, were confoundedly tired and fatigued with their 
Journey; and the more ſo, when they were told they had 
ſtill about ten Miles to London. By my Shoul and St. Patrick, 

cries one of them, it is but five Miles a- piece, let's &en 
ball on . 1 3 
A Country Fellow being ſent to a notorious Bawdy- 
_ Houſe, formerly in Saliſbury- Court, and having remem- 
| ber'd to forget his Errand, when he came into the Neigh- - 
| bourhood, he ſaid, he wanted a Bedferaſbire Woman, but 
had forgot her Name. Forgot her Name, ſaid one, 
then who the Devil ſhould tell you any thing of her ? 
Now you Name the Devil, ſaid the Fellow, you have 
brought it into my Head, It is the Sign of the Agel: Nay, 
- anſwered another, if you had named the Devil at firſt 
ave had ſent you thither. | 
An old Bawd being carried before Juſtice M " | 
for keeping a diſorderly Houſe, ſtrongly denied all that - 
was charged upon her ! Houſewife ! Houſewife ! ſaid the j 
Juſtice, how have you the Aſſurance to deny it? you do N 
keep a Bawdy-Houſe and I will maintain it. Will you? i} 
replied the old Lady, the Lord bleſs you ! I always heard M1 
you was a kind-hearted Gentleman. U 

Ina Cauſe try'd at the King's-Bench Bar, a Witneſs was 

produc'd who had a very red Noſe, and one of the Counſel, 

a good impudent Fellow, being defirous to put him out of 

_ Countenance, call'd out to him, after he was ſworn, 
Well, let's hear what you have to ſay with your cos” 
5 oſe: 
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Noſe: Why, Sir, ſaid he, by the Oath 1 have taken, I 
ewould not exchange my Copper-Noſe, for your Bragen- 
Face. | 

A Gentleman having received ſome Abuſe, in paſſing 
through one of the Inns of Chancery, from ſome of the 
 impudent Clerks, he was adviſed to complain to the Prin- 
cipal, which he accordingly did, and coming before him, 
accoſted him in the following Manner; I hae been groſcly 
abuſed here by ſome of the Raſcals of this Houſe, and under- 
 flanding you are the Principal, I am come to acquaint you 

with it. DEE | | | 1 85 

A young Curate, with more Pertneſs than Wit, or 
Learning, being aſk'd in Company, How he came to take 
It into his Head to enter into the Miniſtry of the Church ? 
Becauſe, ſaid he, the Lord had need of me. That maybe, 
replied a Gentleman preſent, for I hawe often read that 
the Lord had once Need of an Aſs. : 


A very ignorant, but very. foppiſh young Fellow, go- 


ing into a Bookſeller's Shop with a Relation, who went 
thither to buy ſomething he wanted, ſeeing his Couſin 


* 


look into a particular Book, and ſmile, aſk'd him, What“ 


there was in that Book that made him ſmile? Why, an- 
ſwered the other, this Book is dedicated to you, Couſin 
Fack : Is it ſo, ſaid he, pray let me ſee it, for I never 
knew before that I had ſuch an Honour done me : Upon 
which, taking it into his Hand, he found it to be Perkin's 
Catechiſm, dedicated to al/ ignorant Perſons. | 


Some Scholars, on a Time, going to Real Conies, by 
the Way they warned a Novice amongſt them to make _ 


no Noiſe, for Fear of ſpoiling their Game: But he no 
ſooner eſpied ſome, but he cried out aloud, Ecce Conni- 
culi multi, Whereupon the Conies ran with all Speed 
into their Burrows; upon which his Fellows chiding him; 
Who the Devil, ſays he, would habe thought that the Co- 
nies underſiood Latin? 55 
A drunken Fellow having ſold all his Goods, to main- 
tain himſelf at his Pot, except his Feather Bed, at laſt 
made away with that too; when being reproved for it. by 
ſome of his Friends; Yþy, ſaid he, [am very well, thank 
Cod, and why ſhould I keep my BeacS *' © 4 
n 


( 
A young buxſome Baggage, with a. Candle in her 
Hand, was ſet upon by a Hot-ſpur, who by all Means 


muſt have a Bout with her; but ſhe vow'd, if he meddled 


with her, ſhe would burn him: Will you ſo, ſays he, 


PU try that, and thereupon blew out the Candle, thinking © 


himſelf ſafe from the Threat ; however, not long after, 
he found ſhe was as good as her Word. | 5 
A Gentleman falling to Decay, ſhifted where he could; 
among the reſt, he viſited an old Acquaintance, and ftaid 
with him ſeven or eight Days, in which Time the Man 
began to he weary of his Gueſt, and to be rid of him, 
feign'd a falling- out with his Wife, by which Means their 
Fare was very ſlender ; The Gentleman, perceiving their 
Drift, but not knowing whither to go to better himſelf, 


told them, He had been there ſeven Days, and had not ſeen 


any falling-out betauixt them before; and that he was re- 


ſolved to flay ſeven Weeks longer, but he would ſee them 


Friends again. | | 
A Romiſh Prieſt, on a Faſt-Day, going to officiate at a 
Convent of Nuns, received by the Way a Preſent of a 
live Carp. which he fixed, as well as he could, under his 
Caſſock. The Women perceiving an unuſal Motion about 
his Middle expreſſing great Signs of Surprize ; but the 


holy Prieſt, deſirous to remove all Occaſions of Scandal, 


addreſſing himſelf to them, and holding aſide his Gar- 
ment, ſaid, Good Siſters, I pray you be not offended, it is 
nothing but FISH, 


A young Woman in France whoſe Brother had embraced 


the Proteſtant Religion, was convicted of having a Baſtard 
Child, and obliged to do publick Penance. 'The Prieit 
after a ſevere Reprimand, warned her, that as ſhe had 


made a Reparation for her own Crime, ſhe would never. 


fall into her Brother's. Oh, Si,, ſaid ſhe, [would rather 
commit. that Fault a thouſand Times, than be once guilty 
of 2 Brother's 


ne reading a witty Preface before a dull Book, ſaid, 


He wonder'd how ſuch a Preface came to be match'd ſo 
prepoſterouſly to ſuch a Book. Jr Truth, Sir, ſaid an- 
bother, T/ze no reaſon why they may not be match'd, for Tm 
ſure they are not all a-kim 
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In Flanders, by Accident, a Flemih Tyler falling 
from the Top of a Houſe upon a Spaniard, killed him, 
tho” he eſcaped himſelf. The next of his Blood proſecuted 
his Death with great Violence againſt the Tyler; aad 
when he was offered pecuniary Recompence, nothing would 
ſerve him but Lex Talionis. Whereupon the Judge ſaid 
unto him, That if he did urge that kind of Sentence, it 
muſt be, That he ſhould go up to the Top of the ſame 
Hauſe, and frem thence fall down upon the Tyler. 

A Lord intended to take in a great Part of the Common 
belonging to the Town, and he agreed with a Carpenter 
to have it rail'd in : My Lord, ſays he, it ſhall be done, 
and I think I can ſave you ſome Charges in the Buſineſs ; 
For, ſays he, do you but get Poſts, and I doubt not but 
all the Neighbours round about ævill find you Railing 
enough, 3) 

A Fellow hearing the Drums beat up for Volunteers 
for France, in the Expedition againſt the Dutch, imagin'd 
himſelf valiant enough, and thereupon lifted himſelf ; 
returning again, he was aſk'd by his Friends, What 
Exploits he had done there? He ſaid, That he had 
cut off one of the Enemy's Legs; and being told it had 
been more honourable and manly to have cut off his 
Head: Oh, ſaid he, you muſt know his Head was cut off 
Before. 5 


A Book being publiſhed in Queen Elizabeth's Time, 


that gave her much offence, ſhe aſk'd Bacon if he could 


find no Treaſon in it. No, Madam, ſaid he, but Abun- 


dance of Felony, forthe Author hath ſtole half his Conceits 
out of Tacitus. | | | 


The Biſhop of D-———#1 had a flovenly Cuſtom of 
keeping one Hand always in his Breeches, and being 


one Day to bring a Bill into the Houſe of Peers, relating 


to a Proviſion for Officers Widows, he came with the 
Papers in one Hand, and the other as uſual, in his Bree- 
ches; and beginning to ſpeak, I have ſomething in my 
Hand, my Lords, ſaid he, for the Benefit of the Officers 
Widow$S=m—=—— Upon which the Duke of Wharton, 


immediately interrupting him, aſk'd, In which Hand, my 

Lord ? | = 
In a little Country Town, it happened that the Squire 
of the Pariih's Lady came to Church after her Lying- 
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in, to return Thanks to God, or, as it is commonly 


called, to be Churched: The Parſon aiming to be com- 


plaiſant, and thinking plain Woman, a little too familiar, 
inſtead of ſaying, O Lord ſave this Woman ſa d, O Lord 
ſave this Lady. The Clerk reſolving not to be behind - 


hand withhim, anſwer'd, Hs patteth her Ladyſhip's Truſt 


in thee. 

One of King James the Firſt's Chaplains preaching before 
the Court at #h:izehall, made ule of the following Quib- 
bles in his Diſcourſe ; ſpeaking of the Depravity of the 


Age, almoſt all Houſes, he ſaid, were made 4/e-houjes ; that 
Men made Matrimony a Matter of Money; and placed 


their Paradiſe. in a Pair of Dice: Was it ſo in the Days 
of Noab ? Ab, no! 

Io Ladies juſt returned from Bath, were telling a 
Gentleman how they liked the Place, and how it agrees 


with them; the firſt had been ill and found great Beneßt | 


from the Waters: But pray what did you go for? ſail 
he to the ſecond. Mere Wantonneſs, reply'< ne. And 
Pray), Madam, {aid he, did it cur y? . 

Mr. Prior, when Ambaſſador, being at one of the 
French Opera's at Paris, and ſeated in a Box with « 
Nobleman he was free with, who, as uſual in France, 
ſung louder than the Performer, burſt into bitter InveCtive; 
againſt the laſt ; upon which his Lordſhip gave over to 
enquire the Reaſon, adding, that the Perſon he exclaune. 
againſt ſo fiercely, was one of the fineſt Voices they had 


Ter rephes his Excellency, but he makes ſuch a horrid © 


Noiſe, that I can't have the Pleaſure te hear $9 Land- 

hi 
A Living of 500 J. fer Annum, falling in the Gift of 
the late Lo-4 Chancellor 737, Sir R 1 
recommended one of his Friends as very deſerving of the 
Benefice, whom his Lordſhip approved of. In the Interim, 
the Curate, who had ſerved the laſt Incumbent many 
Years for poor 30 J. per Annum, came up with a Petition, 
ſigned by many of the Inhabitants, teſtifying his good 
Behaviour, ſetting forth that he had a Wife and ſeven 
Children to maintain, and begging his Lordſhip would 
ſtand his Friend, that he might be continued in his Ca- 
racy ; and, in Conſideration of his large Family, if he 
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. coald prevail with the next Incumbent to add 101. a Year, 
he ſhould for ever pray. His Lordſhip, according to his 
uſial Goodneſs, promiſed to uſe his utmoſt Endeavours 
to ſerve him; and the Reverend Gentleman, for whom 
the Living was deſigned, coming ſoon after to pay his 


Reſpects, my Lord told him the Affair of the Curate, with 


this Difference only, that he ſhould allow him 60/. a Year 
inſtead of 30 J. The Parſon, in ſome Confuſion, replied, 
He was ſorry that he could not grant his Requeſt, for that 
he had promiſed the Curacy to another, and could not go 
back from his Word. How ! ſays my Lord, hawe you 


 Fromiſed the Curacy before you was poſſeſſed of the Livirg ? 


Well, to keep your Word with your Friend, if you pleaſe, 
Tl give him the Curacy, but the Living, T aſſure you, [ll 
.be te another ; And ſaying this he left him. The next 
Day the poor Curate coming to know his Deſtiny, my 
Lord told him, That he had uſed his Endeavours to ſerve 
him as tothe Curacy, but with no Succeſs, the Reverend 
Gentleman having diipoſed of it before. The Curate, 
with a deep Sigh, return'd his Lordſhip Thanks for his 
Goodneſs, and was going to withdraw, when my Lord 
calling him back, ſaid, with a Smile, Well, my Friend, 
"tt; true, I bave it not in my Power to give you the Curacy ; 
but if you will accept of the Living, tis at your Serwice, 
The Curate, almoſt ſurpriz'dto Death with Joy, in the 
moſt moving Expreſſions of Gratitude, return'd his Lord- 
ſhip Thanks, whoſe Goodneſs had in a Moment rais'd 
him and his Family from a neceſſitous Condition, to a 
comfortable Stite of Life. | 5 » 
The ſaid noble Lord, when he was under the Tuition 
of the Reverend — , who uſed to call him his little 
Chancellor, one Day reply'd, that when he was ſo, he 
would give him a good Living. One happening to fall 
ſoon after he was Chancellor, he recolle&ed his Promiſe, 
and ordered the Preſentation to be fill'd up for his old Ma- 
fler, who ſoon after came to his Lordſhip to remind him 
of his Promiſe, and to aſk him for this Living. HA 
really, ſaid my Lord, 1 wif you had c:me a Day ſooner, 
but ] have given it away already, aud when you ſee to 
«bom, I dare ſay you will net th:xk me to blume; 10 put- 
| ting 
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ting the Preſentation into his Hands, he convinc'd him 
that he had not forgot his Promiſe. | 
A Ladrunning along the Gunnel of a Ship, with a Can 
of Flip in his Hand, ot which he was'to have a Part him- 
ſelf, when a Cannon Ball came ſuddenly, and took off one 

of his Legs, Look you there now, damm it, ſaid he, all 
. the Flip's ſpilt. | 

A notorious Bawd of Clerꝶtenavell, having left in het 
Will a handſome Sum of Money to be given to the Rev. 
Door Lee, to preach her Funeral Sermon, but on Con- 
dition that he ſhould ſay nothing but what was «ve// of 
her. Her Executors accordingly waited on the Doctor, 
and acquainted him with the Conditions of the Will; 
who being very much ſurprized at ſuch a Requeſt, deſired 
them to call again, and he would conſider of it; ſoon af- 
ter they came again, when he agreed that on the Money's 
being paid directly, he would preach it the following 
Sunday. The Doctor kept his Word, and taking the 
Text, Hleſed are they, &c. made an excellent Sermon on 
a well ſpent Life, and the Reward they would have in 
the next World, concluding, Dear Friends, {aid he, as 
for the Deceaſed, .of whom I am now going to ſpeak, 
[which cauſed great Attention from the Congregation] 
all I ſhall ſay of her is, That he avas born at Camber- 
well, /wed great Part of hen Time in Bridewell, and died 
at Clerkenwell, and at laſt has done well; then lit us 
pray that ſhe mœy fare well, Sc. Cc. 

The Il ord ***** when Mrs. Rogers the Actreſs was 
young and handſome, uſed to dangle after her; and one 
Night being behind the Scenes, ſtanding with his Arms. 
folded in che Poſture of a deſponding Lover, ask'd her 
with a Sigh, hat ava a Cure for Love? Your Lordibip, 
ſaid the, 7s tbe beſt in the Wor{d. | | 
The Deputies of Rochelle, attending to ſpeak with 
Henry IV. of France, met with a Phyſician, who had re- 
nounc'd the Proteſtant Religion, and embrac'd the Popi/h 
Communion, whom they began to revile; the King, 
hearing of it, told the Deputies he would adviſe them to 
change their Keligion, For it is 4 dangerous Symptom, 
ſaid he, that your Religion is not long-liv'a, when tht 
Phyfician bas given it over. | 
Net: 
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Not many Years ago, a Temporal Peer, in a very 
pathetick and elegant Speech, expos'd the Vices and Ir- 
regularities of the Clergy, and vindicated the Gentlemen 
ef the Army, from ſome Imputations unjuftl thrown upon 
them : A certain Prelate, irritated at the Nature, as well 
as at the Length of his Speech, deſir'd to know when 
that noble Lord would leave off preaching ? The other 
anſwered, The very Day bis Majeſty makes me a Biſhop. 
A Lieutenant- Colonel, in an Ti Regiment in the 
French Service, being diſpatch'd by the Duke of Beravick 
from Fort- Keil, to the King of France, with a Complaint 
of ſome Irregularities which had happened in the Regi- 
ment; his Majeſty, with ſome Emotion, told him, the 
Trib Troops gave him more Uneaſineſs, than all Hs 
Forces beſides. Sir, reply'd the Officer, all your Ma- 

Jefly's Enemies make the ſame Complaint. 
A Gentleman diſputing about Religion in Button's Cf. 


Fee- Houſe, ſome of the Company ſaid, You talk of Reli- 


gion! I'll hold you five Guineas, you cant't repeat the 
Lord's Prayer; Sir Richard Steele here ſhall hold Stakes, 
The Money being depoſited, the Gentleman began, / 
believe in G—d, and ſo went through the Creed, Mell] 
ſaid the other, Town Tue loſt; but did not think you ceou'd 
bawe done it. 

One meeting an old Acquaintance, whom the World 


had a little frown'd upon, ask'd where he liv'd ? I don't 


now, ſaid he, where I live; but I flarve don bor ds 
Wapping, and that Wa ay. 
A poor Fellow, going to Execution, had a Reprieve 


come juſt as he got to the Gallows, and was taken back 
by the Sheriff's Officer ; who told him he was a bappy 


Fellow, and ask'd if he knew nothing of the Reprieve 


before? No, reply'd. the Fellow, 7 thought no more of it, 
than I did of my dying Day, 


An old Fellow, having a great Itch after his Neigh- 
bour's Wife, employ'd her Chamber-maid in the Affair. 


At their next Meeting, he enquir'd what Anſwer her 
Lady had ſent him? Anſwer! ſays the Girl, why ſhe has 
ſent you this for a Token, giving him a ſmart Slap on 
the Face, Ay, cry'd the old Fellow, W his Chops, 
and you hawe loft none of it by the May 
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